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PREFACE 


E 


— Author of theſe Poems lives now only in the li- 


. terary world. We would not preſent them to the 
Public, did we not think the peruſal would give pleaſure. 
Some ſhort account of the life of this juvenile writer will 


not, we hope, be deemed unneceſſary; for every one 


wiſhes to know the character of a man whoſe produc- 
tions they admire. | 


RogkRT FERGUSSON, with whom Scottiſh Poetry 
now ſleeps, was born at Edinburgh, September 5. 1757, 


of parents remarkable only for the ſimplicity of their 
lives, the honeſty of their hearts, and the narrowneſs of 


their fortunes. When our Poet became of an age ſuſ- | 
ceptible of education, he was taught its rudiments. Af- | 
ter having acquired a proper knowledge of Englith, he | 


was put to the High School, where he made a I pro- 
greſs in the Latin language. | 


The father of our Poet intended him for the Church: - 
and having, by the intereſt of his friends, and the young 
gentleman's merit, procured him a burſary, he was ſent 


to the Univerſity of St Andrews. Though never over 
ſtudious, he ſoon attained to a proficiency in ſeveral 
ſciences. His knowledge of mathematics was ſuch, that 
he procured the approbation, friendſhip, and patronage 
of Dr Wilkie, then a profeſſor of that branch of educa- 


tion. In the ſecond Scottiſh Eclogue, the Dottor? 8 


death is moſt beautiſully and pathetically regretted 


Having finiſhed his ſtudies at the Univerſity of St An- 
drews, he returned to Edinburgh.—His father died foon | 


after, and ww ith him the plan for the education of his fon. 
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ſtudy the moſt improper for him, and in which he made 


F ubmit to the drudgery of that — and ſedentary pro- 


verſification in the Scots dialect has been exceeded by 
none, —equalled by few. The ſubjects he choſe were ge- 


ſentiments were lively and ftriking, which he had a knack 

5 in cloathing with the moſt agreeable and natural expreſ- 
ſion. Had he enjoyed life and health to a maturer age, 
it is probable he would have revived our antient Caledo- 
nian poetry, of late ſo much negle&ed and defpiſed.— 
His works are laſting monuments of his genius and viva- 
city. For ſocial life he poſſeſſed an amazing variety of 
_ qualifications. With the beſt good nature, with much 
modeſty, and the greatcſt goodneſs. of heait, he was al- _ 
ways ſprightly always entertaining. THis powers of ſong. 


lightning, ſtruck the hearers irreſiſtibly, and /et the table in 


lities, proved fatal to their owner, and ſhortened the pe- 


and of ſong. 
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Our author this attempted the nudy of the law,—a 


** wo 2 


little or no progreſs; for a genius ſo lively could not 


feſſion. 


To attempt a character of the works of this youthf ul 


bard, would be equally vain as difficult. No colours but 
his own could paint it to the life; and who in his line of 
compoſition can even draw the ſketch ?—His talent for 


nerally uncommon, often temporary. His images and 


were very great in a double capacity. When ſeated with 
ſome ſelect companions over a bowl, his wit flaſhed like 


a roar.— But, alas! theſe engaging, nay, bewitching qua- 


riod of his rational exiſience,— Yet he found favour in the 
fight of Providence, who was pleaſed ſpeedily to call him 
from a miſerable ſtate of being to a life of early | immorta- 
lity, on the x6th of October 1774. 


Thus died ROBERT FERGUSSON, regreted by his 
friends, and lamented by the lovers of puctry of wit, 
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Cool circling breezes whirl along the air, 


PART 1. 


. ORAL I. 


MORNING. 
DAMON. ALEXIS. 


| D A M 0 N. 5 
' URORA now her welcome viſit pays, 5 
Stern darkneſs flies before her chearful rays; 


And early ſhepherds to the fields repair; 

Lead we our flocks, then, to the mountain's brow, 
Where junipers and thorny brambles grow; 
Where founts of water 'midſt the daiſies ſpring, 
And ſoaring' larks and tuneful linnets ſing ; 

Your pleaſing ſong ſhall teach our flocks to ſtray, 
While ſounding echoes ſmoothe the ſylvan lay. 
A "ALS X 2 8. 
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ALEXIS. 

"Tis thine to ſing the graces of the morn, 
The zephyr trembling o'er the rip'ning corn; 
Tis thine with eafe to chant the rural lay, 

While bubbling fountains to your numbers play. 
No piping ſwain that treads the verdant field, 
But to your muſic and your verſe mult yield; 
Sing then,—for here we may with ſafety oo 
Our ſportive lambkins on this moſly ſteep. 
FFP - 
Wich ruddy glow the ſun adorns the land, 
The pearly dew-drops on the buſhes ſtand; 
The lowing oxen from the ſolds we hear, 
And ſnowy Hlocks upon the hills appear. 
„„ 7a Ho 
| How ſweet the murmurs of the neighb'ring rill! 
Sweet are the ſlumbers which its floods diſtill: 2 
Thro' pebbly ehannels winding as they run, 
And brilliant ſparkling: to the riſing f ſun. 
DAMON. 
| | Behold Edina? s lofty turrets riſe, 
Her ſtructures fair adorn the eaſtern ſkies ; 
As Pentland cliffs o ertop yon diſtant . 
Zo ſhe the cities on our north domain. 
LEXIS 
| Boat not of cities, or their lofty towers, 
Where Diſcord all her baneful influence pours; 
The homely cottage, and the wither'd tree, 
Wich ſweet Content, ſhall be es by me. 


DAMON. 


1.0 
| DAMON. ' : 
: The hemlock dire ſhall pleaſe the heifer”s rafts; 
7 Our lands like wild Arabia be waſte ; 
The bee forget to range for winter's food, 
*Ere I forſake the foreſt and the flood. 
ALEXEI 
Ve balmy breezes ! wave the verdant field; 
Clouds ! all-your bounties, all your moiſture yield; 
That fruits and herbage may our farms adorn, 
And furrow'd ridges teem with loaded corn. 
: | DAMON. 
= The year already hath propitious ſmil'd, 
EY Gentle in ſpring-time, and in ſummer mild 3 
No cutting blaſts have hurt my tender dams, : 
No hoary froſts Sy my infant lambs. 
il? „ + Ts on Cow 
b lk ceres crown with j joy the bounteous year, 
A ſacred altar to her ſhrine I'll rears. - | 
A vig'rous ram ſhall bleed, whoſe curling horns; 
E His woolly neck and hardy front adoras. 
5 DAMO. 
Tesch me, O Pan] to tune the ſlender reed, 
No fav? rite ram ſhall at thine altars bleed ; 
Each breathing morn thy woodland verſe I'll ſing, 
And hollow dens ſhall with the numbers Tg 
ALEX 18. 
Apoll, lend me thy celeſtial lyre, 
The woods in concert Join at thy deſire : : 
| A 2 
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At t morn, at noon, at night, Pl tune the lay, 
And bid fleet Echo bear the ſound Way. 
DAM ON. 
Sweet are the breezes, when cool eve returns, 
To lowing herds, when raging Syrius burns: 
Not half fo ſweetly winds the breeze along, 
As does the murmur of your e ſong. 
ALEXIS. | 
To hear your ſtrains the cattle ſpurn their food, 
= The feather'd ſongſters leave their tender brood; 
Around your ſeat the ſilent lambs advance, 
| 5 And ſcrambling he-goats on the mountains dance. 
VVV TY IS > 
But halle, Alaris, reach yon leafy ſhade, 
Which mantling ivy round the oaks hath made; 
There we'll retire, and liſt the warbling note 
That flows melodious from the blackbird's throat ; ;- 
Your eaſy numbers ſhall his ſongs inſpire, 
And ev'ry warbler join the gen'ral choir. 
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PASTORAL IL. 
NOON. 


'CORYDON. TIMANTHES. 


| 88 CO R S 

5 T4 fa the ſummit of his orb hath gain 7d, 
No flecker'd clouds his azure path hath 

flain'd; RE. 


Our 
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Our pregnant ewes around us ceaſe to graze, 


Stung with the keenneſs of his ſultry rays; 
'The weary bullock from the yoke is led, 


And youthful ſhepherds from the plains are fled 


To duſky ſhades, where ſcarce a glimm' ring ray 
Can dart its luſtre thro? the leafy ſpray. 
Yon cooling riv'let where the waters gleam, 
Where ſpringing flow'rs adorn the limpid ſtream, 
Invites us where the drooping willow grows, 
To guide our flocks, and take a cool LN 
TIMANT HES. 
To chy 15050 a grateful ear In lend, 


| The ſhades I'll court where ſlender oſiers bend; = 


Our weanlings young ſhall crop the riſing flow'r, 
While we retire to yonder twining bow'r; 


4 The woods ſhall echo back thy chearful trains, 


Admir'd by all our Caledonian ſwains, 
En COOCORERYD ON. 
There have I oft with gentle Delia ſtray'd, 


1\ Amidſt th* embow? ring ſolitary ſhade; 


Before the ben to thwart my wiſhes ſtrove, 
By blaſting ev'ry pleaſing glimpſe of love: 
For Delia wanders o'er the Anglian plains, 
Where civil diſcord and ſedition reigns. 


| There Scotia's ſons in odious light appear, 


Tho? we for them have wav'd the hoſtile ſpear ; 


For them my ſire, enwrapp'd in curdled gore, : 1 


Breath'd his laſt moments on a foreign ſhore, _ 
Tz IMANTH E * 
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(6) 
_ TIMANTHES. 
Six lunar months, my friend, will ſoon expire, 
And ſhe return to crown your fond deſire. 


For her O rack not your deſponding mind! 
In Delia's breaſt a gen'rous flame's confin'd, 


That burns for Corydon, whoſe piping lay 


Hath caus'd the tedious moments ſteal away : 
Whoſe ſtrains melodious mov'd the falling Hoods 
To whiſper Delia to the riſing woods. 

O! if your ſighs could aid the floating gales, 
That favourably ſwell their lofty ſails, 
Neer ſhould your ſobs their rapid flight give o'er 
| Till Delia's preſence grac'd our northern ſhore. 


.CORYDON. 
Though Delia greet my love, I figh in vain, 


: Such joy unbounded can 1 ne'er obtain. 
| Her fire a thouſand fleeces numbers o er, 
And graſſy hills increaſe his milky ſtore; 


While the weak fences of a ſcanty fold 


win al my ſheep and fatVaing lambkins held. 


TIMANTHEsS. 


5 Ah, bapleſs youth ! although the early muſe 
Painted her ſemblance on thy youthful brows ; 


Tho? ſhe with laurels twin'd thy temples round, 
And in thy ear diſtill'd the magic ſound ; 


1 cheerleſs poverty attends thy woes, 
Your ſong melodious unrewarded flows. 


coRY DON. 
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CO RVYVD ON. 

Think not, Timanthes, that for wealth J pine, 
Tho' all the fates to make me poor combine; 
Tay bounding o'er his banks with awful ſway, 
Bore all my corns and all my flocks away. 
Of Jove's dread precepts did I %ere complain? 
Ere curſe the rapid flood or daſhing rain? 
Ev'n now I ſigh not for my former ſtore, 
But wiſh the Gods had deſtin'd Delia poor. 

5 N 5 

*Tis joy, my friend, to think I can repay 
The loſs you bore by Autumn's rigid ſway. 

Von fertile meadow where the daiſies ſpring 
Shall yearly paſture to your heifers bring: 5 
Your flock with mine ſhall on yon mountain feed, 
Chear'd by the warbling of your tuneful reed : 
No more ſhall Delia's ever-fretful fire 
Againſt your hopes and ardent love conſpire. 


Rous'd by her ſmiles you'll tune the happy lay, 


While hills reſponſive waft your ſongs away. 
1 CORYDON. 
May plenteous erops your irkſome labour crown, 
May hood wink d fortune ceaſe her envious frown ; ; 
May riches Kill increaſe with growing years; 
Your flocks be numerous as your ſilver hairs. 


TIMANT HE 8. 
But lo! ! the heats invite us at our eaſe 


To court the twining ſhades and cooling breeze; ; 


Our languid joints we'll peaceably recline, 
And 'midſt the flowers and opening bloſſoms dine, 


PASTORAL 


C8) 


PASTORAL III. 
NIGHT. 
AMYNTAS. FLO RELLUS. 


AMYNTAS. 


Wär yet grey twilight does his empire 
| buolcd, 


Drive all our heifers to the peaceful fold ; 


| With ſullied wing grim darkneſs ſoars along, 
And larks to nightingales reſign the ſong : 

The weary ploughman flies the waving fields, 
To taſte what fare his humble cottage yields : 

As bees that daily thro? the meadows roam: 

: F eed on the ſweets they have prepar'd at home. 

85 es 

The graſſy meads that ſmil'd ſerenely 827. ; 

Chear'd by the ever-burning lamp of day; 

In duſky hue attir'd, are cramp*d with colds, 

: And ſpringiug flow'rets ſhut their crimſon folds. 

AMYNTAS. 


What PD filence reigns throughout 1 the ſhade, 


The peaceful olive bends his drooping head; 

No ſound is heard o'er all the gloomy maze, 
Wide o'er r the deep the fiery meteors blaze. 
e F LORELLU S. 

The weſt yet ting'd with Sol's efulgent rays 

; Wirth feeble light illumes our homeward way; 
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The glowing ſtars with keener luſtre burn, 
While round the earth their glowing axles turn. 
AMYNTAS:. 


What mighty power conducts the ſtars © on high ! E 


Who bids theſe comets through our ſyſtem fly! l 
Who wafts the lightning to the icy pole! 
And thro? our regions bids the thunders roll! 
FLORELLVUS.: 


But ſay, what mightier jour 'r from nought could 


5 raiſe 

4 The earth, the ſun, and all that wy maze 

Ol diſtant ſtars that gild the azure 5408 

And thro? the void in ſettled orbits "7 2} 
AMF NAS. 


That righteous pow'r before whoſe heav* nly eye | 


The ſtars are nothing and the planets die; 
Whoſe breath divine ſupports our mortal frame, 
Who made the lion wild and lambkin tame. 
9 5 FI. ORELLUS. | 
At his command the bounteous ſpring returns ; 
Hot ſummer, raging o'er th' Atlantic, burns; 
The yellow autumn crowns our ſultry toil ; 
And winter's ſnows prepare the cumb'rous ſoil. 
- AMYNTAS. 1 
By him the morning darts his purple ray 3 Z 
To him the birds their early homage pay; 
With vocal harmony the meadows ring, 
While ſwains in concert heav'nly praiſes ſing. 


B FLOREL- 
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FLORELLUS. 


Sway'd by his word, the nutrient dews deſcend, 


And growing paſtures to the moiſture bend ; 
The vernal bloſſoms ſip his falling ſhowers ; 


The meads are garniſh'd with his op'ning flowers, 


AMYNTAS.. 
Fad man, the object of his chiefeſt care, 
 Fowls he hath form'd to wing the ambient air, 
For him the /eer his luſty neck doth bend; 
Fiſhes tor him their ſcaly fins extend. 
i FLORELLUS. 

Wide o'er the orient ſky the moon eee 
A foe to darkneſs and his idle fears; | 
Around her orb. the ſtars in cluſtres ſhine, 
| And diſtant planets. *tend ker ſilver thrine, 
no on A MYNTAS. 
Huſlꝰd are the buſy numbers of the day; ; 


7 On downy couch they ſleep their hours away 
Hail, balmy Sleep, that ſoothes the troubled mind 


Lock'd in thy arms our cares a refuge find. 
Oft do you tempt us with deluſive dreams, 


When wild'ring Fancy darts her dazzling beams : 


Aſleep the lover with his miſtreſs ſtrays 
Thro' lonely thickets and untrodden ways. 

But when pale Cynthia's fable empire's fled, 
And hov'ring ſlumbers thun the morning bed, 
 Rous'd by the dawn, he wakes with fr OE gh, 
And all his . VIYOOS e fly. | 


FLORELLUS. 
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| FLORELLUS. 
Now owls and bats infeſt the midnight ſcene, 
Dire ſnakes invenom'd twine along the green; 
Forſook by man the rivers mourning glide, 
And groaning echoes ſwell the noiſy tide, 


Straight to our cottage let us bend our way; 


My drowſy pow'rs confeſs ſleep's magic ſway. 


| Eaſy and calm upon our couch we'll lie, 
While ſweet reviving ſlumbers round our pillows fly, 


THE COMPLAINT. | 
A PasToORAL. 


TEAR the heart of a fair ſpreading grove, : 
Whoſe foliage ſhaded the green, 


A ſhepherd, repining at love, 


In anguiſh WAS heard to complain. 5 


0 Cupid! thou wanton young boy! 


FT Thou haſt robb'd a fond youth of his joy, 


In return grant the with of his heart. 


Send a ſhaft ſo ſevere from thy bow . 
(His pining, his ſighs to remove), 


That STELLA, once wounded, may know 
How keen are the arrows of Joys. 


No ſwain once ſo W as I, 
Nor aun d with more pleafure the teed; 
3 
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My breaſt never vented a ſigh, 


Till STELLA approach'd the gay mead. 


Wich mirth, with contentment endow'd, 


My hours they flew wantonly by; 
I ſought no repoſe in the wood, 
Nor from my few theep would I fly. 


| Now my reed I have careleſsly broke, 
Its melody pleaſes no more ; 

Z I pay no regard to a flock 

That ſeldom hath wander'd before. 
0 Serial whoſe beauty ſo fair 
Excels the bright ſplendor of day, 


g Ah! have you no pity to ſhare 
With Damon thus fall'n to decay ? 2 


. For you have I quitted the plain, 


Forſaken my ſheep and my fold; 
For you in dull languor and pain, 
My tedious moments are told. 


1 For you have my roſes grown pale, 
They have faded untimely away; 
And will not ſuch beauty bewail 

A ſhepherd thus fall'n to decay? 


Since your eyes ſtill requite me with ſcorn, 


And kill with their mercileſs ray, 


| Like a ſtar at the dawning of Morn, 


I fall to cheir luſtre a Prefs 
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Some ſwain who ſhall mournfully go 


To whiſper love's ſigh to the ſhade, 
Will hap'ly ſome charity ſhow, 
And under the turf ſee me laid. 


Would my love but in pity appear 
On the ſpot where he moulds my cold grave, 


And bedew the green ſod with a tear, 


Tis all the remembrance I crave. 


To the fwaird then his viſage he turr'd ; 


 ?Tavas wan as the lilies in May; 


1 Fair Stella may fee him inurn'd, 


5 THE DECAY OF FRIENDSHIP. 


He hath / e all his . away: 


A PasrORAL Erxrov. 


HEN 3 man's ficred . did Weile, - 

My friends were Plenty, and my ſorrows 

a en 

Mirth, love, and bumpers did my hours beguile, 
And arrow'd Cupids round my {lumbers flew. 


| What ſhepherd then could boaſt more happy days? 


My lot was envied by each humbler ſwain ; 


| Each bard in ſmooth eulogrum ſung wy praiſe, 


And Damon liſten'd to the guileful ſtrain. 5 


z FLATTERY, alluring as the Syren's lay, 


And as deceitful thy inchanting tongue, 
How 


5 


How have you taught my wav'ring mind to ſtray, 


Charm'd and attracted by the baneful ſong ? 


My pleaſant cottage, ſhelter'd from the gale, 


Aroſe with moſs, and rural ivy bound; 


And ſcarce a flow'ret in my lowly vale, 


But was with bees of various colours crown'd. 


| Free o'er ay lands the neighb'ring flocks could 


How 1 were = font and flocks to me 


The ſhepherds kindly were invited home, 


To chace the hours in merriment and glee. | 


To wake emotions in the youthful mind, 


Strephon with voice melodiovs tun'd the ſong ; : 


- Each ſylvan youth the ſounding chorus join'd, 


Fraught with contentment | 'midſt the feſtive 
throng. 


My cluſt'ring grape compens'd their magic gill 
The bowl capacious ſwell'd in purple tide 3 


To ſhepherds, lib'ral as the chryſtal rill, 
Spontaneous gurgling from the mountain” 5 ſie. 


= But ah! theſe youthful ſportive hours 2 are fled; 


Theſe ſcenes of jocund mirth are now no more; 


No healing ſlumbers tend my humble bed, 


No friends condole the ſorrows of the poor. 


And what avail the thoughts of former joy ? 
What comfort bring they in the adverſe hour ? 


Can 


an 
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Can they the canker-worm of care deſtroy, 
Or brighten fortune's difcontented lour ? 


He who hath long travers'd the fertile plain, 
Where Nature in its faireſt veſture ſmiPd, 


2 Will he not chearleſs view the fairy ſcene, . 


When lonely wand' ring o'er the barren wild! S 


For now pale Poverty, with haggard eye 


And rueful aſpect, darts her gloomy ray; 


| + My wonted gueſts their proffer'd aid deny, 


And from the paths of Damon ſteal away. 


Thus when fair Summer s luſtre gilds the lawn, 


When rip'ning bloſſoms deck the ſpreading tree, 


The birds with melody ſalute the dawn, 
And o'er the daify hangs the humming- bee. 7 


But when the dene of the circling year 


In chilling froſts and furious ſtorms decay ; 
No more the bees upon the plains appear, 
No more the warblers hail the infant day. 


| To the lone corner of ſome diſtant ſhore, 


In dreary devious pilgrimage I'll fly, 


I And wander penſive where Deceit no more 


Shall trace my footiteps with a mortal ee. 


1 There ſolitary ſaunter o'er the beach, 
And to the murm'ring ſurge my griefs diſcloſe ; 
There ſhall my voice in plaintive wailings teach 


The hollow caverns to reſound my woes. 


— ke. 


Sweet 


( 16 3 
Sweet are the waters to the parched tongue; 
Sweet are the bloſſoms to the wanton bee ; 


Sweet to the ſhepherd ſounds the lark's ſhrill ſong ; ; 
But ſweeter far is SOLITUDE to me. 


Adieu, ye fields, where I have fondly firay'd! 
Ve ſwains, who once the fav'rite Damon knew 
Farewell, ye ſharers of my bounty's aid! 


Ye ſons of baſe Ingratitude, adieu ! 3 T 


: EV . 8 Wy OE "Ts. 
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"HO? in my narrow 3 of rural wil, 
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No obeliſt or ſplendid column riſe; 
Tho partial Fortune ſtill averts her ſmile, 


And views my labours with condemning eyes; ; 


8 Yet all the gorgeous vanity of ſtate 

I can contemplate with a cool diſdain ; 

Nor ſhall the honours of the gay and great 

E'er wound my boſom with an envious pain. 

Avails it aught the grandeur of their halls, 
With all the glories of the pencil hung, 

If Truth, fair Truth! within th' unhallow'd alle. 
_ Hath never W with her feraph ae 2 


Avails i it aught, if muſic's gentle lay 
Hath oft been echo'd by the ſounding dome; 
If muſic cannot ſoothe their griefs away, 
Or change a wretched to a happy home ? 


The 


1 
Tho- Fortune ſhould inveſt them witli her ſpoils, 
And baniſh poverty with look ſevere, 


Enlarge their confines, and decreaſe their toils, 
Ah! what avails if ſhe increaſe their care? 


| Tho? fickle ſhe diſclaim my moſs-grown cot, | 
| | Nature! thou look'ſt with more impartial eyes: 
Smile thou, fair goddeſs ! on my ſober lot; | 
; I'll neither fear her fall, nor court her riſe. 


When early larks ſhall ceaſe the matin ſong ; - 
When Philomel at night reſigns her lays ; 
When melting numbers to the owl belong, 

Thea ſhall the reed be ſilent in thy praiſe. 
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# Gan he, who with the tide of Fortune fails, 
More pleaſure from the ſweets of Nature ſhare ? 
Do zephyrs waft him more ambroſial gales, 

Dr do his groves a gayer liv'ry wear? 
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To me the heav'ns unveil as pure a ſky; 
To me the flow'rs as rich a bloom diſcloſe ; 
The morning beams as radiant to my eye, 
And darkneſs guides me to as ſweet derte. 


—— ——— ẽ 
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; 3 If Luxury their laviſh dainties piles, EY 
„ | And fill attends upon their ſated hours, 
| Doth Health reward them with her open ſinilzs, 

| Or Exerciſe enlarge their feeble pow'rs? 
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fis not in richeſt mines of Indian gold, 
That Man this jewel happineſs can find, 


{ 18 ) 
If his unfeeling breaſt, to virtue cold, 
Denies her entrance to his ruthleſs mind. 


Wealth, pomp, and honour are but gaudy toys ; 
Alas, how poor the pleaſures they impart ! 
Virtue's the ſacred ſource of all the joys 
That claim a laſting manſion in the heart. 


| CONSCIENCE. As Eurcy. 


| Leave her to Heav u, 
tad to the thorns that in her boſom lodge, 
To prick and Ag ber. © SHARES, 


N choiring warblers Autter in the ſky; 
Phcebus no longer holds his radiant ſway ; ; 
While Nature, with a melancholy eye, | 
Bemoans the loſs of his departed ray. 


0 happy he, whoſe conſcience knows no guile! | 


He to the ſable night can bid farewell; 
From chearleſs objects cloſe his eyes awhile, 
Within the ſilken folds of Sleep to dwell. 
 Elzfian dreams ſhall hover round his bed, 
His ſoul ſhall wing, on pleaſing fancies borne, 
To ſhining vales where flow'rets lift their head, 
Wak'd by the breathing zephyrs of the morn. 


: But wretched he whoſe foul reproachful deeds | 


Can thro” an angry conſcience wound his reſt; 
Hi: 
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His eye too oft the balmy comfort needs, 
Tho? Slumber ſeldom knows him as her et. 


Io calm the raging tumults of his ſoul, 


If wearied Nature ſhould an hour demand, 
Around his bed the ſheeted ſpectres how), 
Red with revenge the grinning furies ſtand, 


Nor ſtate nor grandeur can his pain allay; 


Where ſhall he find a requiem to his woes? 


Pow'r cannot chace the frightful gloom away, 


Nor muſic lull him to a kind repoſe. 


Where i is the king that Conſcience fears to chide ? e 
Conſcience, that candid judge of right and wrong, 

Will o'er the ſecrets of each heart preſ»le, 
Nor aw'd by pomp, nor tam'd by ſoothing ſong. 
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DAMON TO HIS FRIENDS, 


"HE billows of life are ſuppreſt, 
Its tumults, its toils diſappear, 


| To relinquiſh the ſtorms that are paſt, 


1 think on the ſunſhine that's near. 


| Dame Fortune and I are agreed; 


Her frowns I no longer endure ; 


| For the goddeſs has kindly decreed, 


That Damon no more {hall be poor. 


C: 2 } 5 Now 
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Now riches wil ope the dim eyes, 
To view the increaſe of my ſtore ; 
And many my friendſhip will prize 
Who never knew Damon betore. 


But thoſe I renounce and abjure, 

Who carried contempt in their eye; 
May poverty {till be their dow'r, 

That could look on misfortune awry ! 

Ye pow'rs that weak mortals govern, 
Keep pride at his bay from my mind ; 

O let me not haughtily learn — 

To deſpiſe the few friends that v were kind, 


For theirs was a feeling ſincere, = | 


*T'was free from deluſion and art; 
O may I that friendſhip revere, 
And hold it yet dear to my heart! 
By which was I ever forgot? 
It was both my phyſician and cure, 
a That ſtill found the way to my cot, 
Altho' J was wretched and poor: 
T was balm to my canker-tooth'd care; 
The wound of affliction it heal'd: 


In diſtreſs it was Pity's ſoft tear, 
And naked cold Poverty's tield. 


| Attend, ye kind youth of the 1 =} 
Who oft with my ſorrows condol'd; 


= a 
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You cannot be deaf to the ſtrain, 


Since Damon is maſter of gold. 


I have choſe a ſweet ſylvan retreat, 


Bedeck'd with the beauties of ſpring ; 
Around my flocks nibble and bleat, 
While the muſical choriſters ſing. 


3 force not the waters to ſtand 


In an artſul canal at my door, 


But a river, at Nature's command, 


Meanders both limpid and pure. 


She's the goddeſs that darkens my bow? rs 
With tendrils of ivy and vine; 


BY | She tutors my {ſhrubs and my flow! rs, 


Her taſte is the ſtandard of mine. 


What a pleaſing diverſified groupe 


Of trees has the ſpread o'er my ground q 


Ez She has taught the grave faryx to droop, 


i 


And the birch to deal odours around. 


For whom has ſhe perfum'd my groves? 
For whom has ſhe eluſter'd my vine? 

If friendſhip deſpiſe my alcoves, 
They'll ne'er be receſſes of mine. 

He who taſtes his grape juices by ſtealth, 
Without choſen companions to ſhare, 

1 the baſeſt of ſlaves to his wealth, 
And the Pitiſul minion of care. 
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O come, 10 with Damon retire 


Amidſt the green umbrage embower'd; 


Vour mirth and your ſongs to inſpire, 


Shall the juice ot his vintage be pour'd? 


O come, ye dear friends of his youth! 


Of all his good fortune partake ; 


Nor think *tis departing from truth, 


To ſay 'twas preſery'd for your ſake, 


RETIREMENT, 


1 OME, Kaspian. from thy verial bow 1 
To thy celeſtial voice attune the lyre; ; | 


| bc gliding ſtrains in ſweet profuſion pour, 


And aid my numbers with ſeraphic res. ; 


Under a lonely ſpreading oak I lay, 


My head upon the daiſied green reclin'd, 


The ev'ning ſun beam'd forth his parting ray, 


The foliage bended to the hollow wind. 


There gentle ſleep my acting pow'rs foppreſt, Sy 


The city's diſtant hum was heard no more; 


Vet Fancy ſuffer'd not the mind to reſt, 


Ever obedient to her wakeful pow'r. 


She led me near a chryſtal fountain's noiſe, | 


Where undulating waters ſportive play ; 


Where a young comely ſwain, with plealing voice, | 


In tender accents s ſung his ſylvan lay. 
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« Adieu, ye baneful pleaſures of the town! N 

„ Farewell, ye giddy and unthinking throng ! 
« Without regret your foibles I diſown ; h 

« Themes more exalted claim the Muſe” $ ſong. 


1 Your tony hearts no ſocial wann ſhare; 
Vour ſouls of diſtant ſorrows ne'er partake p 
Wo Ne'er do you liſten to the needy Pray'r, 


«c Nor ep a tear for tender pity's ſake. 


10 Welcome, ye fields, ye fountains, and ye groves! 


« Ye flow'ry meadows, and extenſive plains! 


«© Where ſoaring Warblers e their plaintive 


loves, 


40 Each landſcape chearing with their vocal 


ſtrains. 5 


1 Here rural Beauty rears her pleaſing ſhrine ; i 


« She on the margin of each ſtreamlet glows; 


2K : with the blooming hawthorn roſes twine, 


And the fair lily of the valley grows. | 


| 66 1 Chaſtity may wander unafſail'd 


* 'Thro? fields where gay ſeducers ceaſe to rove; 
+ Where open Vice o'er Virtue near prevail'd; 
« Where all is innocence, and all is love. 


Peace with her olive wand triumphant reigns, 


« Guarding ſecure the peaſant's humble bed ; 


1 * Envy is baniſh'd from the happy plains, 


| olce, 


"M And Drfaingion? $ buſy tongue is laid. 
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& Health and Contentment uſher in the morn, 75 
„With jocund ſmiles they chear the rural ſwain, | | 
« For which the Peer, to pompous titles born, 
« Forſaken fighs, but all his ſighs are vain. 


« For the calm comforts of an eaſy mind, 


In yonder lonely cot delight to dwell, 


« And leave the ſtateſman for the lab'ring hind, 


4% The regal palace for the lowly cell. 


: 60 hu who to Wiſdom would devote your - hows, 


„ And far from riot, far from diſcord ſtray !_ 


1 Look back diſdainful on the eity's tow'rs, 


% Where Pride, where Toll Point che lipp” ry | 
Ways | 


5 Pure flows the limpid ſtream in chryſtal des; 5 
1 Thro' rocks, thro' N and ever verdant 


vales, 


=y Till to the town's unhallow'd wall it glides, 


. Where all its + purity and luſtre . 


ODE To HOPE. 


Y OPE ! lively aw of the mind; 
In lieu of real bliſs deſign'd, 

Come from thy ever verdant bow'r 

Fo chace the dull and ling'ring hour; ; 

O! bring, attending on thy reign, | 

: al thy ideal fairy ane 
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1 To animate the lifeleſs clay, 
And bear my ſorrows hence away. 


Hence gloomy featur'd black Deſpair, 


With all thy frantic furies fly, 


Nor rend my breaſt with gnawing care, 


For Hope in lively garb is nigh ; 


Let pining Diſcontentment mourn, 


Let dull ey'd Melancholy grieve, 


Since pleaſing Hope muſt reign by turn, 


And ev'ry bitter thought relieve. 


| O ſmiling Hope! in adverſe hour 
I feel thy influencing pow'r : 


Tho- frowning Fortune fix my lot, 5 


int Þ 


| In ſome defenceleſs lonely cot, 


Where Poverty, with empty hands, 


In pallid meagre aſpect ſtands; 
| Thou can'ſt enrobe me, midſt the great, 
With all the crimſon pomp of ſtate, 


SF 1 
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Where Luxury invites his gueſts 

To pall them with his laviſh feaſts: | 
| What cave ſo dark, what gloom ſo drear, 
So black with horror, dead with fear! 
- But thou can'ſt dart thy ſtreaming ray, 
And change cloſe night to open day. 

4 Health is attendant in thy radiant train, | 

| Round her the whiſp'ring zephyrs gently play, 


1 Behold her gladly tripping o'er the plain, 
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Bedeck'd with rural ſweets and garlands Say. 
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When vital ſpirits are depreſs'd, 
And heavy languor clogs the breaſt, 
Comforting hope! ?tis thine to cure, 
| Devoid of Eſculapian power; 

For oft thy friendly aid avails, 

When all the ſtrength of phyſic fails. 


Nay, even tho? death ſhould aim his dart, 
I know he lifts his arm in vain, 

Since thou this leſſon can'ſt impart, 

Mankind but die to live again: 

Depriv'd of thee muſt banners fall ; 
But where a living Hope is found, 
ns The legions-ſhout at danger” > call, Cn. 
ß victors are triumphant crown' 4. 
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Revive us by thy quick'ning breath, 
3 Then ſhall we never be afraid | 
| | 3 95 ods walk thro? eee nas thro' death. 


: Come then, bright Hope! in ſmiles array'd, 


0 THE RIVERS ( OF SCOTLAND. 
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And lift her waters to the zephyr' s gales. 


Lam 4 


| | | 0” Scoraa's parched land the Naiavs fiew | 
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From towering hills explor'd her ſhelter ; | 


Cans'd Forth i in wild meanders pleaſe the view, 


2 2 
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© Where the glad ſwain ſurveys his fertile geld, 
And reaps the plenty which his harveſt yields. 


: Here did theſe lovely nymphs unſeen, 


Oft wander by the river's fide, 


And oft unbind their trefles green, 


To bathe them in the fluid tide. 


Then to the ſhady grottos would retire, | | 
And ſweetly echo to the warbling choir ; 


Or to the ruſhing waters tune their ſhells, 


To call up echo from the woods, 
Or from the rocks or chryſtal floods, 


: } Or from ſurrounding banks, or bilk, or dales. 
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| CHORUS. 
Or to the ruſhing waters tune their ſhells, 
To call up echo from the woods, | 
Or from the rocks or chryſtal floods, 
Or from ſurrounding banks, or hills, or dales. 


When the cool fountains firſt their ſprings forſook, = 


Murmuring ſmoothly to the azure main, 


| [praking Neptune then his trident ſhook, 


And way'd his waters gently to the plain. 


| The friendly Tritons on his chariot born, 
With cheeks dilated blew the. ALOE Ogg 


horn. By 
Fans Lothian and Fifen ſhores, _ 
— Rollunding (0. the mermaid's foog, Pf 
D2 33 _ Gladly 


( 28 ) 


Gladly. emit their limpid ſtores, 
And bid them ſmoothly fail along 


To Neptune's empire, and with him to roll 


Round the revolving ſphere from pole to pole; 


To guard Britannia from envious foes, 


To view her angry vengeance hurPd 
In awful thunder round the world, 


> And wennn nations bending to her blows. 


CHORUS. 


To guard Britannia from envious Foes, 


To view her angry vengeance hurl'd, 
In awful thunder round the world, 


= 8 And trembling nations bending to her blows. 
High towering on the zephyr's breezy wing, 


Swift fly the Naiads from Fox TRHA's meter 


8 And to the ſouthern airy mountains bring 3 
heir ſweet enchantment and their magic powers. IE 


Each nymph her favourite willow takes, 


'The earth with fev'rous tremour ſhakes, 7 


The ſtagnant lakes obey their call, 


Streams o'er the grafly paſtures fall. 


TwzED ſpreads her waters to the lucid = 
Upon the dimpled ſurf the ſun-beams play; 


1 On her green banks the tuneful ſhepherd lies, 


Charm'd with the muſic of his reed, 
Amidſt the wavings of the Tweed: 


: From lky-refle&ing ſieeams 1 river works ariſe, | 


CHORUS 


> — 


of 


riſes 


US. 
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CHORUS. 


: On her green banks the tuneful ſhepherd lies, 


Charm'd with the muſic of his reed, 
Amidſt the wavings of the Tweed: 


5 N From ſky- reflecting ſtreams the river nymphs ait 


| The liſt'ning muſes heard the ſhepherds play, N 


Fame with her brazen trump proclaim'd his name, 


f And to attend the eaſy graceful lay, 


Pax from Arcadia to Tweda came. 


| | Fond of the change, along the banks he fray'd, 5 
And ſung unmindful of th' Arcadian ſnade. 


AIR, TWEEDSIDE, 
| = 8 


t Attend every fanciful ſwain, 


Whoſe notes ſoftly flow from the reed, 


With harmony guide the ſweet ſtrain, 


To ſing of the beauties of Tweed. 
oo 


, Where the muſic of woods and of ſtreams 


In ſoothing ſweet melody join, 


Jo enliven your paſtoral themes, 


And make human numbers divine. 
i H O R U 8. 


Ye warblers from the Son gr ove, = 


| The tender woodland ſtrain approve, 
| While Tweed in ſmoother cadence glides, 
| Or flow ry vales in gentle tides: 'Y 


And 


CR F 

And as ſhe rolls her ſilver waves along, 
Murmurs and fighs to quit the rural ſong. 
_Scor14's great GENIUS in ruſet clad, . * 
From the cool ſedgy bank exalts her head, 
In joyful rapture ſhe the change eſpies, 


Sees living ftreains deſcend and groves ariſe, 


* IR, GiLpenove 
I. ; 
As fable clouds at early day > 
Oft dim the ſhining fies, 
So gloomy thoughts create diſmay, 
| Nine luſtre leaves. her * 
40 v powers! ! are Scotia 8 ample fields 
« With ſo much beauty grac'd, 
« To have thoſe ſweets your bounty yields 
68 7. By foreign foes defac'd? 
5 33 "2 
35 ce 0 Jove l at whole ſupreme command 
« The limpid fountains play, 
4 Over Caledonia's northern land 
1 Let rolicls waters ſtray. 
IV. 
Mi 5 from the void creation roſe, 
«© Thou made a ſacred vow, 
1 That Caledon to foreign foes 
= Should ne'er be aun to bow.” 27 


T be 


e 
F | To the Pure ſtreams of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay, 


11 


The mighty Thund'rer on his ſapphire throne, 

In mercy's robes attir'd, heard the {ſweet voice 
Of female woe—loft as the moving ſong | 
Of Philomela *midlt the evening ſhades ; 

And thus return'd an anſwer to her Prax 7 732 


« Where birks at nature's call ariſe ; 

«© Where fragrance hails the vaulted ſkies ; 
« Where my own oak its umbrage ſpreads, 
« Delightful *midfi the woody ſhades ; 

« Where ivy mould'ring rocks entwines; 

« Where breezes bend the lafty pines: 
« There thali che laughing Naiaps ſtray, 


9 « Midſt the ſweet banks of winding Tay.“ 


From the dark womb of earth Tay's waters ſpring 
Ordain'd by Jove's unalterable vice; 

The ſounding lyre celeſtial muſes Bring, 
The choiring ſongſters i in che groves: rejoice. 


Each fount its chryftal fluids pours, 
Which from ſurrounding mountains flow; 
The river bathes its verdant fhores, 

Cool o' er the ſurf che breezes blow. 


Let England's ſons extoll their garde ns fair, | 


Scotland may freely boaſt her gen'rous ſtreams, 
Their foil more fertile and their milder air, 
Her hſhes ſporting 1 in the ſolar beams, 


Thames. Humber, Severn, all mutt vield the bay 


CHORUS. 


Crt Roe ee P 
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CHORUS. | 
Thames, Humber, Severn, all mult yield the "OY 


To the pure ſtreams of Forth, of Tweed, and T TM 


O Scotia! when ſuch beauty claims 
A manſion near thy flowing ſtreams, 
Ne'er ſhall ſtern Mars, in iron car, 
Drive his proud courſers to the war: 
But fairy forms ſhall ſtrew around 
Their olives on the peaceful ground; 
And turtles join the warbling throng, 
To uſher in the morning ſong. 
Or ſhout in chorus all the live-long day, TO 


From the green banks of Forth, of Tweed, and aro 


When gentle Phœbe's friendly light 
In ſilver radiance clothes the night; 
Still muſic's ever-varying ſtrains 


| _ Shall tell the lovers, Cynthia reigns; 


And woo them to her midnight bowers, 
Among the fragrant dew-clad flowers, 
Where ev'ry rock, and hill, and dale, 
With echoes greet the nightingale, SI 
Whoſe pleaſing, ſoft, pathetic tongue, 
To kind condolance turns the ſong ; = 


And often wins the love-ſick ſwain to ſiray 
To hear the tender variegated lay, | 
| Thro the dark woods of n of P and 1 


4 7 

Hail, native ſtreams, and native groves ! 
E3 Oozy caverns, green alcoves ! 
3 > Retreats for Cytherea's reign, 
With all the Graces in her train. 

Hail, Fancy, thou whoſe ray ſo bright 
_ Diſpels the glimm'ring taper's light! 
Come in aerial veſture blue, 

Ever pleaſing, ever new, 
In theſe receſſes deign to dwell 

With me in yonder moſs-clad cell : 
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Then ſhall my reed ſucceſsful tune the lay, 
la numbers wildly warbling as they ſtray 


= 8 Turo; the glad banks of e Tweed, and Tay. 


THE TOWN AND counTRY. 
. CONT RAST ED. 


Ix AN EPISTLE. TO A FRIEND. 


"ROM noiſy bultle, from contention free, 
* Far from the buſy town I careleſs loll, 
Not like ſwain Tztyras, or the bards of old, 
Under a beechen, venerable ſhade ; . 
But on a furzy heath, where blooming broom 
And thorny whins the ſpacious plains adorn : 


x Here health fits ſmiling on my youthful brow ; ; 
For ere the ſun beams forth his earlieſt ray, 


J 1 


i} | 4nd all the ealt with falten radiance crowns z 


Ay 


*Gins. 


( 34 ) 
Gins with her kindling bluſh to paint the ſky, 
The ſoaring lark, morn's chearful harbinger, 
And linnet joyful flutt'ring from the buſh, 
Stretch their ſmall throats in vocal melody, 
To hail the dawn, and drowſy ſleep exhale 
From man, frail man! on downy ſoftneſs ſtretch'd. 


uch pleafing ſcenes Edina cannot boaſt ; 
For there the ſlothful lumber ſeal'd mine eyes, 
Till nine ſucceſſive ſtrokes the clock had knell'd. 
There not the lark, but fiſhwives noiſy ſcreams, 
And inundations plung'd from ten houſe height, 
With ſmell more fragrant than the ſpicy groves. 
Of Indus, fraught with all her orient ſtores, | 
| Rous'd me from ſleep; not ſweet refreſhing Nleep, 
But ſleep infeſted with the burning ſting 
Of bay infernal, who the live-long night 
With ren ſuction fipp*d my liquid gore. 
There gloomy vapours in our zenith reign'd, 
And fill'd with irkſome peſtilence the air. 
There ling'ring ſickneſs held his feeble court, 
Rejoicing in the havock he had made; 


And Death, grim Death ! with all his ghaltiy train, E 


Watch'd the broke ſlumbers of Edina's ſons. 
Fail, 700 health! chou pleaſing antidote 


*Gainſt troubling cares! all hail, theſe rural fields, 


"Thoſe winding rivulets and verdant ſhades, 


Where thou the heay 'n-born Goddefs Sign to : 


dwell! ! 
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With thee the hind, upon his ſimple fare, 


3 


Lives chearful, and from Heav'n no more demands. 
But ah! how valt, how terrible the change 
| With him who night by night in felviets pines ! 


5 ' Him nor his ſplendid equipage can pleaſe, 
'K Nor all the pageantry the world can boaſt ; 
| : Nay, not the conſolation of his friends H 

3 Can aught avail: his hours are anguiſh all, 
3 Nor ceaſe till envious death hath clos'd the ſcene. | 


But, Carlos, if we court this maid celeſtial, 


Whether we thro? meand'ring rivers ſtray, 
| Or 'midſt the city's jarring noiſe remain, 
Y Let temperance, health's blyth concomitant, 


Jo our defires and appetites ſet bounds, 


vie cloy'd at laſt, we ſurfeit every joy; 
Dur ſlack'ned nerves reject their wonted ſprizg ; 
We reap the fruits of our unkindly luſts, | 


And feebly totter to the ſilent grave. | 


rain; 


ODE TO PIT. 


3Q what ſequeſter'd gloomy ſhade 
Hath ever gentle Pity fixay'd ? 
| What brook is water'd from her eyes? 
What gales convey her tender ſighs 2 
| Unworthy of her grateful lay, 
Pe 8 EL the Broil, the gay; ; 


3.7 
Nay, all the feelings ſhe imparts 


Are far eſtrang'd from human hearts. 


Ah Pity whether wouldſt thou fly 


From human heart, from human eye ? 
Are deſart woods and twilight groves 


The ſcenes the ſobbing pilgrim loves? 
If there thou dwell'ſt, O Pity, ſay 


In what lone path you penſive ſtray. 


I'll know thee by the lily's bas: 
Beſprinkl'd with the morning's dev: 


Tor thou wilt never bluſh to wear 


'S he pallid look and falling tear. 


In broken cadence from thy tongue, 


Oſt have we heard the mournful 5 0 5 
Oſt have we view'd the loaded bier 
Bedew'd with Pity's ſofteſt tear. 
Hler ſighs and tears were ne'er deny” d 
When innocence and virtue died. 


But in this black and iron age, 


Where Vice and all his dæmons rage, 
Tho' bells in ſolemn peals are rung, 
Tho dirge in mournful verſe is ſung; 
Soon will the vain parade be oer, 
Their name, their memory no more ; 
Who love and innocence deſpis'd, 
___ Andev'ry virtue ſacrific'd. 
lere Pity, as a ſtatue dumb, 
Will pay no tribute to the tomb; 


0 wake the memory of thoſe 
Who never felt for others woes. 


Thou miſtreſs of the ſeeling heart! 

; iT Thy pow'rs of ſympathy impart. 
"If mortals would but fondly prize 

: Thy falling tears, thy paſting ſighs, 
Then ſhould wan poverty np more 
Welk feebly from the rich man's door; 
Humility ſhould vanquiſh pride, 

5 And vice be drove from virtue's ſide: 
Then happineſs at length ſhould reign, 

y And golden age begin 8 g. | 


I THE COLD MONTH or APRIL 1771. 


Gh! 1 7 can beld a 4 in bis hand 

By thinking on the froſty Caucaſus; 
Or cley the hungry edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feaſt ; 

Ur wallow nated in December?s 7 

B , thinking on fantaſtic ſummer? s heat. 


SuAkksr. Rict, IL. 


OETS in vain have hail'd the op'ning ſpring, 
\ In tender accents woo'd the blooming maid, 
In vain have taught the April birds to wing 
ö Their flight thro? fields in verdant huz array'd. 
f . he 


I 


The muſe in ev'ry ſeaſon taught to 1 


Amidſt the geſart ſnows by fancy's powers, 


. elevated ſoar, on placid wing, 


To clines where ſpring her kindeſt influence 
ſhowers. 


April, once ſamous for the zephyr mild, 
For ſweets that early in the parden grow, 
Say, how converted to this cheerleſs wild, 
Ruſhing with torrents of diffolving ſnow. 


5 Nurs'd by the moiſture of a gentle ſhower, | 
Thy foliage oft bath ſounded to the breeze ; . 
| on did thy choriſters melodious pour 


Their melting numbers thro? the ſhady trees. 


Fair have 1 ſeen thy morn, in i failes array d, 


With crimſon bluſh bepaint the eaſtern ſky ; 


Bur now the dawn creeps mournful o'er the gad, 


Shrowded i in colours of a ſable dye. , 


= 80 Ne I fron the fair with laughing eye, 


And viſage cheerful as the ſmiling morn, 


Alternate changing for the heaving ſigh, 


Or frowning aſpect of contemptuous ſcorn. 


= Life! What art thou ?—a variegated ſcene. 


Of mingl'd light and ſhade, of joy and woe; 


” A ſea where calms and ſtorms promiſcuous reign, 


A Rream: where ſweet and bitter Joint flow. 


5 on 


1 BE 
Mate are the plains; the ſhepherd pipes no more 3 
1 The reed's torſaken, and the tender flock, 
3 | 5 While echo, liſtening to the tempeſt's roar, 
: In ſilence dc o'er the nne rock. 


| 3 Winter: too potent for the ſolar ray, 5 

Hheeſtrides the blaſt, aſcends his icy throne, 

5 And views BIT ANN IA, ſubject to his ſway, | 
Floating emergent on the frigid zone. 


Thou ſavage tyrant of the fretful fky ! 
| Wilt thou for ever in our zenith reign? 
Io Greenland's ſeas, congeal'd in chillneſs, fly, 
| Where howling monſters tread the bleak domain. | 


: Relent, O Boreas ! love thy frozen cell; 
| Relign to Spring her portion of the year; 
I et welt winds temp'rate wave the flowing gale, 
Je, 3 And hills, and vales, and woods a vernal aſpect 
| wear. - 


_ 1 K | SIMILE. 


'T noontide as Clin and Sylvia lay 
{£4 4 Within a cool jeſſamine bow'r, 
A butterfly, wak'd by the heat of day, 


0 Was ſipping the juice of each flow” "FO 
. Near the ſhade of this covert a young thepherd boy 


Mute | The aner briſk flutterer ſpies, T 
dis . 0 Ska 


( 40 ) = 

Who held it as paſtime to ſeek and na 5 \ 

Each beautiful inſe& that flies. LC 

From the lily he hunted this fly to the roſe, | 0 

From the roſe to the lily again, 5 1 

Till weary with tracing its motions, he choſe i 80 
To leave the purſuit with diſdain. 4 

. Then Colin to Sylvia ſmilingly ſaid, In 

Amynlor has follow'd you long; 3 WW 

From him, like the butterfly, {till have you fled, O. 

Tho? woo'd by his muſical tongue. ” ; T, 

Newers | in perſiſting to ſtart. from his arms, W 

But with his fond wiſhes comply ; ; - H. 

: Come, take my advice; or he 5 us: with vou Ye 

_ charms, | } Or 

Like the youth and the beautiful fy. J's 

| Says Syloia, Colin, thy ſimile? s juſt, ö 95 

But ſtill to AHiuyulor Pm coy ; ö Th 

For I vow ſhe's a ſimpleton blind that 9 truly | 

A ſwain, w hen he courts to deſtroy. oe 

e —— —.— a — Pac 

5 Did 

| | THE. BUGS. | T7 

* T Ho fource of long ſublime! thou chiele Wo! 

Muſe! _ | | To | 

Whoſe ſacred fountain of inen fame ; * 

f 


Bede w'd che flow rets culPd for Homer's brow, ] 
: Wheat 


C0 


t : When he on Grecian plains the battles ſung 


Ol frogs and mice: Do thou, thro' Fancy's maze 
Olk ſportive paſtime, lead a lowly Muſe 

| Her rites to join, while, with a fault'ring voice, 
She ſings of reptiles yet in ſong unknown. 


Nor you, ye bards! who oft have ſtruck the lyre, 


And tun'd it to the movement of the ſpheres 
In harmony divine, reproach the lays, 15 
Which, tho? they wind not thro? the ſtarry hoſt 


i Ok bright creation, or on earth delight 


Io hunt the murm'ring cadence of the floods, 


trul 


hiefel 


roWy 


'Whel ü 


Thro' ſcenes where Nature, with a hand profuſe, 
Hath laviſh ſrew'd her gems of precious dye ; ; 
our! Yet, in the ſmall exiſtence of a gnat, _ 
FF Ortiny bug, doth ſhe, with equal ſkill, 
1 If not tranſcending, ſtamp her wonders there, 


Only diſclos'd to microſcopic eye. 


Of old the DRYADs near Edina' s walls 


Their manſions rear'd, and groves unnumber'd | 


roſe 


| Of branching dab ſpread 5 and lofty p pine, 
Under whoſe ſhade, to ſhun the noontide blaze, 
Did Pan reſort, with all his rural train 

Of ſhepherds and of nymphs.— The DbR ADS pleas'd 
Would hail their ſports, and ſummon Echo's voice 


To ſend her greetings thro? the waving woods; HY 
| But the rude ax, long brandiſh'd by the hand 
Of daring innovation, ſhav'd the lawns; 0 


EE Then 


C02 F- 


Then not a thicket or a copſe remain'd 


To figh in concert with the breeze of eve. 


Edina's manſions with lignarian art 


Were piPd and fronted.— Like an ARK the ſeem'd 


To lie on mountain's top, with ſhapes replete, 


Clean and unclean, that daily wander o'er S 
Her Recs that once were . once were | 


gay. 


o Jove the DRVADsS pray'd, nor r pray'd i in vain, 
For vengeance on her ſons. —At midnight drear | 
Black ſhow?rs deſcend, and teeming myriads riſe | 
Of Buss abhorrent, who by inſtin& ſteal 
Thro' the diſeaſed and corroſive pores 15 
Of ſapleſs trees, that late in foreſt Rood = 
: With all the majeſty of ſummer crown'd. | 
By Jove's command diſpers'd, they wander wide 
—- Ober all the city.— Some their cells prepare 
MMidſt the rich trappings and the gay attire 


Of ſtate luxuriant, and are fond to preſs 
The waving canopy's depending folds; 
While others, deſtin'd to an humbler fate, 


Seek ſhelter from the dwellings of the poor, 


Plying their nightly ſuction to the bed 
Of toil'd mechanic, who, with folded arms, 
Enjoys the comforts of a ſleep ſo ſound, 


That not th' alarming Ring of glutting Bug 


To murd'rous deed can rouſe his brawny arm 
Upon the blood-ſwoln fiend, who baſely ſteals | 


Life” s genial current from his | throbbing veins. i 
rn F 


(43): 


Happy were GRAnDEuR, could ſhe triumph here, 


And baniſh from her halls each miſery, 


Which ſhe muſt brook in common with the poor, 


VE": 


ide 


Who beg ſubſiſtence from her ſparing hands; 
Then might the rich, to fell diſeaſe unknown, 
Indulge in fond exceſs, nor ever feel 5 
Ihe ſlowly creeping hours of reſtleſs night, 
When ſhook with guilty horrors—But the wixp, 
' Whoſe fretful guſts of anger ſhake the world, 
Bear more deſtructive on th” aſpiring roofs 

Ol dome and palace, than on cottage low, 
That meets Eorus with his gentler breath, 
W When ſafely ſhelter'd in the peaceful vale. 


Is there a being breathes, howe'er ſo vile, 


| Too pitiful for Envy ?—She, with venom'd tooth 
And JOE madneſs, frowns upon the bliſs 

| Of ev'ry ſpecies. From the human form 
| That ſpurns the earth, and bends his mental eye 
| Thro* the profundity of ſpace unknown, 
Down to the crawling Bug's deteſted race. 


Thus the lover pines, that reptile rude 


| Should 'midſt the lilies of fair Curox's breaſt 


Implant the deep carnation, and enjoy 


| Thoſe ſweets which angel modeſty hath ſear'd 
From eyes profane—Yet murmur not, ye few 
Who gladly would be Bugs for Caioz's fake! 
For ſoon, alas! the fluctuating gales 1 
Of earthly j joy invert the happy ſcene ; 

: The breath of Spring may, with her balmy pow or, 


F 2 


And 
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And warmth diffuſive, give to Nature's face 


Her brighteſt colours—But how ſhort the ſpace ! F 


Till angry Eux us, from his petrid cave, 

Deform the year, and all theſe ſweets annoy. 
Evx'n ſo befals it to this creeping race, 
This envy'd commonwealth—For they a while | 
On CnLoe's boſom, alabaſter fair, 


| May ſteal ambroſial bliſs—or may regale 


On the rich viands ot luxurious blood, 


| Delighted and ſuffic'd. But mark the end: 


Lo! Wnrrsuxrips appears with gloomy train 


Of growing deſolation.— Firſt, Upholferer rude 
| Removes the waving drapery, where, for years, 
A thriving colony of old and young 


Had hid their numbers from the prying day ; 


Anon they fall, and gladly would retire 


To ſafer ambuſh, but his merc'leſs foot, 
Ah, cruel preſſure ! cracks their vital ſprings, 
And with their deep-dy'd ſcarlet ſmears the floor. 
| Sweet pow'rs ! has pity in the female breaſt 


No tender refidence—no lov'd abode, ; 


TO urge from murd'rous deed th' avenging and 


Ok angry houſe-maid ?--She'll have blood for blood! 
For lo! the boiling ſtreams from copper tube, 
| Hot as her rage, ſweep myriads to death, : 


Their carcaſes are deſtin'd to the urn 


Ol ſome chaſte Naiad, that gives birth WEE 


Whoſe fragrant virtues hail Edina, fam'd 
„ e 


| That thieves or kindred (for no ſoul he'll truſt) 
Have broke upon his cheſt, and ſtrive to ſteal | 
Ide ſhining idols of his uſeleſs hours. 


(45) 


| For yellow lIimpid—whoſe calls name the Muſe 
| Thinks too exalted to retail in ſong. 


Ah me! No longer they at midnight ſhade, 


Ez With baneful ſing, ſhall ſeek the downy couch 
Of flumb'ring mortals. — Nor {hall love-fick ſwain, 


When, by the bubbling brook, in fairy dream, 


| His nymph, but half reluctant to his wiſh, 


Is gently folded in his eager arms, 


Fer curſe the ſhaft envenom'd, that diſturbs 

His long-loy'd fancies. —Nor ſhall hungry bard, 

ö Whoſe ſtrong imagination, whetted keen, 

Y Conveys him to the feaſt, be tantaliz'd 

| With pois?nous tortures, when the cup, brimful 

Of purple vintage, gives him greater joy 

Than all the heliconian ſtreams that play 

And murmur round Parnaſſus, Now the wretch _ 

| Oft doom'd to reſtleſs days and ſleepleſs nights, | | 

| By bugbear Conſcience thrall'd, enjoys an hour | 

| Ot undiſturb'd repoſe. —The miſer too {i 

May brook his golden dreams, nor wake with ſear h | 
| 
[ 


| 
| 
| 
Happy the Bug, whoſe unambitious views | 
| To gilded pomp ne er tempt him to aſpires _ 1 
Safely may he, enwrapt in ruſſet fold | 
| Of cobweb'd curtain, ſet at bay the fears | 
That (till attendant are on Bugs of ſtate : 

| He never knows at morn the buy bruſh | 
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Of ſcrubbing chambermaid ; his courſing blood 
Is neꝰer obſtructed with obnoxious doſe _ 


By Orir nAxr prepar'd Too pois' nous drug 80 


As deadly fatal to this crawling tribe 
As ball and powder to che ſons of war. 


* — 2» — 


A SATURDAY's EXPEDIT ION. 


In MOCK HERo1cCs. 


N on mira, fed vera, canam. 


A T that 1 period of eg time 


And ſcarcely glimmer thro? th' ethereal vault, 
Till Sol again his near approach proclaims, 


Wich ray purpurea], and the bluſhing form 


Ol fair Aurora, goddeſs of the dawn, 
Leading the winged courſers to the pole 


Of Pheebus? car.---"T'was in that ſeaſon fair, 


: When jocund Summer did the meads array 


In Flora's rip'ning bloom that we prepar'd 
To break the bond of bus'neſs, and to roam 


Far from Edina's jarring noiſe a while. 


Fair ſmil'd the wak' ning morn on our deſign, | 


And we with joy elate our march began 


For Leirn's fair port, where oft EDIxA's ſons | 


The week conclude, and in carouſal quaff 


4 When Ph@bus lingers not in Thetis' lap, 
Wen twinkling ſtars their feeble influence ſhed, 


Port, 


2 & My > et hy ws 
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| Port, punch, rum, brandy, and Geneva ſtrong, 
| Liquors too nervous for the feeble purſe. 
With all convenient ſpeed we there arriv'd, 
Nor had we time to touch at houſe or hall, 
Till from the boat a hollow thund'ring voice 


| Bellow'd vociferous, and our ears affaiPd 
Wich, „Ho! Kinghorn, oho! come Araight 


aboard.“ 


We fail'd not to obey the ſtern command, 

tter'd with voice as dreadful as the roar 

Of Polyphemus, 'midſt rebounding rocks, 
1 When overcome by ſage Ulyſſes“ wiles. 


Ms 


| « Hoiſt up your fails,” the angry Kipper cries, = 
| While fore and aſt the buſy ſailors run, 
And looſe th' entangled cordage. —O'r the deep 
Zephyrus blows, and hugs our lofty ſails, 
Which, in obedience to the powerful breeze, 

| Swell o'er the main, and kiſs the wave. 


Now o'er the convex 8 of the flood 


Precipitate we fly - our foaming prow 


Divides the ſaline ſtream on either ſide = 
(Ridges of yeſty ſurge dilate apace; 
But from the poop the waters gently flow, . 
And undulation for the time decays, 

n eddies ſmoothly floating o'er the main, 


| Hep let the muſe in doleful numbers ſing 
The woeful fate of thoſe whoſe cruel ſtars 


Have 
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Have doom d them ſubject to the languid powers 
Of wat*ry ſickneſs. —Tho? with ſtomach tull 

Of juicy beef, of mutton in its prime, 


Or all the dainties luxury can boaſt, 
They brave the elements, —yet the rocking bark, 


Truly regardleſs of their precious food, 
Converts their viſage to the ghaſtly pale, 
And makes the ſea partaker of the ſweets 
On which they ſlumptuous far'd. nden che 
cauſe 

Why thoſe of Scotia's fone whoſe weaker 4 ſtore 
Hath bleſt them with a ſplendid coach and ſix, 
Rather incline to linger on the way, _ ; 
And croſs the river Forth by Stirling bridges 
Than be ſubjected to the ocean's ſwell, 

5 To dang're rous ferries, and to fickneſs dire. 


; And now at equal e ſhows the land ; 

| Gladly the tars the joyful talk purſue _ 
Of gathering in the freight—Debates ariſe | 
From counterfeited halfpence—In the hold 
The ſeamen ſcrutinize and eager peep 
Thro? ev'ry corner where their watchful eye 
Suſpect a lurking place, or dark retreat, 
To hide the timid corpſe of ſome poor ſoul, 
Whoſe ſcanty Purſe. can ſcarce one groat afford. 


At length we chearful land on Fifan ſhore, | 
Where ſickneſs vaniſhes, and all the ills 8 
Attendant on the paſſage of Kinghorn. 


w. 


5 Sw 


But 


Wh 
Tau 
The 
Nev. 
F. 
Had 
he 
| Thel 
Dem 
Its m. 
The 
Wearf 
Hoar 


„„ 
Our pallid cheeks reſume their roſy hue, 
And empty ſtomachs keenly crave ſupply— 
With eager ſtep we reach'd the friendly inn, 
| Nor did we think of beating our retreat 

2 Till ev'ry gnawing appetite Was quelPd.. 


x 


Faſtward along the Fifan coaſt we "ED ; 
And here th? unwearied eye may fondly gaze 
O'er all the tufted groves and pointed ſpires 
e With which the Pleasant banks of Forth are 
| crown'd. 
| Sweet navigable ſtream ! where Commerte reigns, 
Where Peace and jocund Plenty ſmile ſerene: 
On thy green banks ſits Liberty enthron- d, 
But not that ſhadow which the Engliſh youth 
; 80 eagerly purſue; but freedom bought, 
When Caledonia's triumphant ſword 
Taught the proud ſons of Anglia to bemoan 
Their fate at Bannockburn, where thouſands came 
Never to tread their native ſoil again. 


: Far in a hollow den, where Nature's hand 
Had careleſs ſtrew'd the rocks—a dreadſul cave, 
Whoſe concave cieling echo'd to the floods 
Their hollow murmurs on the trembling ſhore, 
Demanded our approach. — The yawning porch 
d. W's maſſy ſides diſclos'd, and o'er the top 
| The! ivy tendrils twin'd th? uncultur'd fearn: 
Tearful we pry into the dreary vault, 
Hoary with age, and breathing noxious damps: 


Fe 3 Here 


— ** 
— ——Ü—ñ— —ů —— 


Along the verge of Fortha's briny flood, 
Till we o'ertake the gradual riſing dale = Þ- 


Were there reſerv'd to moiſten Aa throats, 7? 
Too often parch'd upon the tedious way. 80 
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Here buſy owls may unmoleſted dwell 
In ſolitary gloom for few there are 3 
| Whoſe inclination leads them to review — = - 
A cell where putrid ſmells infectious reign “. ö 


Then turning weſtward, we our courſe purſue 


Where fair Burntiſland rears her rev'rend dome; j K 


And here the vulgar ſign- poſt, painted 1 5 


With imitations vile of man and horſe, 4 


Of ſmall-beer froathing o'er th” unſhapely j jug, I. 
With courteous invitation, ſpoke us faire 37 


To enter in, and taſte what precious drops 5h 


Alter regaling here with ſober cann, wit 
Our limbs we plied, and nimbly meaſur'd ofer | A J 
The hills, the vales, and the extenſive plains, | . 


| Which form the diſtance from Burntiſſand's port ww 


To Inverkcithing. Weſtward ſtill we went, o 
5 P ill in the ferry-boat we loll'd at eaſe; _ 
Nor did we long on Neptune's empire float, 
For ſcarce ten poſting minutes were elaps d 
Till v we again on Ter ra Firma ſtood, 


5 

3 

. * 
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8 4 7 cave at a frat: dl a From K Tage : 
ſuppoſed, about a century ago, to have : be 72 the receptor 
* thiever.. 


N Ad to M*Lazzn's march'd, where roaſted lamb, 
Wich cooling lettice, erown'd our ſocial board. 
Here too the chearing glaſs, chief foe to cares! 

f Went briſkly round; and many a virgin fair 

i | Receiv'd our homage i in a bumper full. 


3 Thus having ſacrific'd a jocund hour, 
Ki To ſmiling Mirth, we quit-the happy ſcene, 
And move progreſſive to Edina's walls. 


Now Rill returning eve creep'd gradual on, 

. And the bright ſun, as weary of the ſky, 
Zeam'd forth a languid occidental ray; 
Whoſe ruby- tinctur'd radiance faintly gleam'd 
Upon the airy cliffs and diſtant ſpires, 

156 That float on the horizon's utmoſt verge. 

So we, with feſſive joints and ling' ring pace, 

Mov'd ſlowly on, and did not reach the town 


— * Phoebus had unyok'd his prancing words. | 1 
| F 4 
22 ve ſons of Caledonia! who delight, 1 
port. Wirh all the pomp and pageantry of ſtate, 


ro roll along 1 in gilded affluence, 

for one poor moment wean your thoughts from 
J :- theſe, | | 

P \nd liſt this humble Arain.—1 you, like 8 
ould brave the angry waters, be uprous'd = 

Py the firſt ſalutation to the morn : . 

Paid by the watchful cock; or be compell'd 

N Da ſoot to wander o'er the lonely plain | 


8 2 For 


— — —— 1 
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For twenty tedious miles; then ſhould the gout 
With all his racking pangs forſake your frame : 
For he delights not to traverſe the field, 
Or rugged ſteep, but prides him to recline 
On the luxuriance of a velvet fold, 
Where Indolence on purple ſopha lolls. 


- E 2 5 — ——_ ——_——— 


THE CANONGATE PLAY- HOUSE IN 
RUINS. 


A BuzLe5Qys Poem. 


X. -E few ako feeling Pearts are ne Yer eſtrang' 
: From ſoft emotions! Ve who often wear 
i The eye of Pity, and oft vent her ſighs, 


When ſad Melpome ne, in woe-fraught trains, 


Gains entrance to the breaſt ; or von {mile 
When briſk Thalia gaily trips Vfb 
Scenes of enliv'ning mirth, attend my ſong! SD 
And Fancy, thou ! whoſe ever-flaming light _ 
Can penetrate into the dark abyſs | 
Of chaos and of hell: O! with thy blazing crc 
The waſtful ſcene illumine, that the Muſe, _ 
With daring pinions, may her flight purſue, 
Nor with timidity be known to ſoar 

0 er the theatric world, to chaos chang'd. 


nn 1 contemplate on thoſe dreary ſcenes 
Of mould'ring deſolation, and forbid 


» * 


orch 


| he voice elegiac, and the falling tear 


The 
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© No more from box to box the baſket pil'd 
With oranges as radiant as the ſpheres, : 
* Shall with their luſcious virtues charm the ſenſe 
Ol 7afte and ſinell. No more the gaudy beau, | 
0 Wich handkerchief in lavender well drench'd, 

Þ Or bergamot, or roſe waters pure, 

} With flavoriferous ſweets ſhall chace away 
he peſtilential fumes of vulgar cits, 

Who, in impatience for the curtain's riſe, 
Amus'd the ling'ring moments, and apply'd 

3 Thirſt-quenching perter to their PACERS lips. 


Alas, how fadly aker'd i is the ſcene ! 

fror lo! thoſe ſacred walls, that late were pruſt'd 
By ruſtling ſilks and waving capuchines, 
Are now become the ſport of wrinkled Time! 
Thoſe walls, that late have echo'd to the voice 
Ol tern King Richard, to the ſeat transform'd 
Of crawling ſpiders and deteſted moths, 5 
Who in the lonely crevices reſide; 

Or gender in the beams, that have upheld. 

Gods, demi-gods, and all the joyous crew 

Of thund'rers! in the galleries above. | 


0 Shakeſpeare! where are all thy tinſell'd bling, 
Thy fawning courtiers, and thy waggiſh clowns? 
Where all thy fairies, ſpirits, witches, fiends, _ 
What here have gambol'd in nocturnal (port, 5 

Round the lone oak, or r ſunk i in fear away | 


From 


= AT MAL. 
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From the ſhrill ſummons of the cock at morn ?. 


Where now the clouds, the rains, the hails, th 


The thunders, change, and the tempeſts tirong! 


In dull recitativo often ſung. | 
Their loves, accompanied with clangor ſtrong 
From horns, from trumpets, clarinets, baſſoons; 
From violinos ſharp, or droning baſs, 

- Or the briſk "NY of a harpſichord. 


. That it has fabled been, how foreign ſong, 
Soft iſſuing from Tenducci's ſlender throat, 


Round the empyreum of Jove himſelf, 


| Nay, that his fev'rous voice was known to ſoothe 
The ſhrill-ton'd prating of the females? tongues, 


5 Ol ſiſter Luna, —or to church-yard's gloom, 
Or ad oh ſhades, if Chance lnould guide your ſtep 


($4) 
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1. 
Where now the temples, palaces, and tow'rs? 7 
Where now the groves that ever-verdant ſmil'd ? 1 


Where now the ſtreams that never ceas'd to flow 


winds, 


Here ſhepherds, lolling in their woven bow? rs, 


Such i is thy pow” r, O Muſic! ſuch thy ſame | 


Has drawn a plaudit from the gods enthron'd 


High ſeated on Olympus“ airy top. 


Who, in obedience to the lifeleſs ſong, 
All proſtrate fell, all fainting dy'd ur 
8 ſilent eeſtacies of paſling j joy. 


Ve who oft wander by the ſilver light 


To 


T3 


Iro this ſad manſion, think not that you tread 
. Unconſecrated paths; for on this ground 
K Have holy ſtreams been pour 'd, and flow* rets 
fſtrew'd; 
while many a kingly Jade: I ween, 
Lies uſeleſs here entomb'd, with heaps of coin 
. Stampt in theatric mint: offenceleſs gold ! 
hat carried not perſuaſion in its hue, 
0 tutor mankind in their evil ways. 5 
After a lengthen'd ſeries of years, 5 
When the unhallow'd ſpade ſhall diſcompeſe 
4 his maſs of earth, then relics ſhall be found, 
q Which, or for gems of worth, or Roman coins, 
Well may obtrude on antiquary's eye. 
Y © ſpouting blades ! regard this ruin'd fane, 
And nightly come within thoſe naked walls, 
0 ſhed the tragic tear. Full many a drop 5 
Df precious inſpiration have you ſuck'd 
From its dramatic ſources, O! look here 
Wpon this roofleſs and forſaken Pile, | 
And ſtalk in penſive ſorrow o'er the ground 
here you've beheld ſo. many noble ſcenes. 


the 


es; 


| Thus, when the mariner to foreign clime 

His bark conveys, where odoriferous gales, 

And orange-groves, and love- -inſpiring wine, 

Pave oft repaid his toil ; if earthquake dire, 

Nich hollow groanings and convulſive pangs, 
liefe ground hath rent, and all thoſe beauties foil'd, 


Will 
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8 Thy aid implores: Nor will he wing her fight 


Wiſdom in ſober contemplation clad, 


"4. 07; 


| Will he refrain to ſhed the grateful drop, 
A tribute juſtly due (tho? ſeldom paid) 
To the bleſt memory of happier times? 


TOO oe 


FASHION. A Porn. 


Bred up where diſcipline moſt rare is, „ 
45 Military Garden Paris. __ Hvvisuas, 


NATURE, parent Wadeb at t thy ſhrine, 
' Prone to the earth, the Muſe, in | humbl 
ſony, | 


Till thou, bright form! in thy effulgence pure 
Deign'ſt to look down upon her lowly ſtate, 
And ſhed thy pow' 'rful influence benign. 


Come then, regardleſs of vain Faſhion”: s ſools, 
Of all thoſe vile enormities of have 
That croud the world, and with thee bring 


To lah thoſe bold uſurpers from the Rage. 


On that bleſs'd ſpot where the Pariſian dome 
| To fools the ſtealing hand of Time diſplays, 
Fashiox her empire holds, a goddeſs great 
View her amidſt the Millenarian train 
On a reſplendent throne exalted high, 
_ Strangely diverſified with gewgaw forms. 

Her buſy hand glides pleaſureably o'er . 
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| The darling novelties, the trinkets rare 
; That greet the ſight of the admiring dames, 


7 © Contagious ipread, infect the wholeſome air 
That cheriſh*d vigour in Britannia's ſons. 


The circulating mode of changeful dreſs, 

Which, like the image of the ſun himſelf, 

„ Clories in courſing thro” the diverſe figns 

abe Which blazon in the zodiac of heav'n. 
Around her throne coquets and petits beaux 

* | Unnumber'd ſhine, and with each other vie 
s nameleſs ornaments and gaudy plumes. 

0 worthy emulation! to excel 
In trifles ſuch as theſe: how truly great! 
Unworthy of the peeviſh blubb' ring boy, 


le, 


A oft the proud attendants of this ſhrine, 


10 From poorer objects, the aſtoniſh'd eye: 
Her looks, her dreſs, and her affected mien 
White as the cover'd Alps, or wintry face 

Vi ſnowy Lapland, her toupee uprear d, 
Lxhibits to the view a cumbrons maſs 


2 


Whoſe dear - bought treaſures o'er their native iſle 


| Near this proud ſeat of Faſhion's antic form 
A ſphere revolves, on whoſe bright orb behold 


Cruſh'd in his childhood by the fondling nurſe, 
Pho, tor ſome fav'rite babble, frets and pines. 


. he wealthy, young, and gay Clarinda dr AWS, ä 


Doom her enthuſiaſt keen in Faſhion's train: 


df curls "gb nodding o'er her poliſh'd brow ; Tok 
| From 


on —— - 


5 
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From which redundant flows the Bruſſels late, 
With pendant ribbons too of various dye, 
Where all the colours in th? ethereal bow 
Unite, and blend; and tantalize the ſight, 
Nature ! to thee alone, not Faſkion's pomp, 
Does Beauty owe her all-cortimanding eye. 
From the green boſom of the watry main, 
Array'd by theez majeſtic Venus roſe, 
With waving ringlets careleſsly diffus'd, 
Floating luxurious o'er the reſtleſs furge. 
What Rubens then, with his enliv'ning hand, 


Could paint the bright vermillion of her cheek, 


Pure as the roſeate portal of the eaſt, 

That opens to receive the chearing ray 
Of Phoebus beaming from the orient ſæy? 
For ſterling Beauty needs no faint eſſays; 

Or colourings of art, to gild her more: 

She is all perfect. And, if Beauty fail, 

Where are thoſe ornatents, thoſe rich attires 
Which can reflect a luſtre on that face, 
Where ſhe with light innate diſdains to ſhine ? 


..” Britons, beware of Faſhion” s *luring wiles : 
On either hand, chief guardians of her pow 17 
And ſole dictators of her fickle voice, | 
Folly and dull effeminacy reign; 

Whoſe blackeſt magic and unhallow'd ſpells 


The Roman ardour check'd; their ſtrength decay 


And all their glory ſeatter d to the winds, . 
Tremd 


(0 - 


; Temble, Q Albion! for the voice of Fate 
|) Seems ready to decree thy after-fall. 
Zy pride, by luxury, what fated ills 
| Unheeded have approach'd thy mortal frame ! 
I How many foreign weeds their heads have rear'd - 
In thy fair garden? Haſten, ere their irength 
| ö And baneful vegetation taint the ſoil, 
© To root out rank diſeaſe, which ſoon muſt ſpread, 
If no bleſs'd antidote will purge away 
| Faſhion's pounn minions from our ſea- girt iſle. 
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1 41 BURLESQUE ELEGY on the Amputation of a 
= STUDENT" s Hair, before bis Qupzes, 

| 0 SAD cataſtrophe! O event dire! | 

| How ſhall the loſs, the heavy loſs be borne ? = 


| Or how the Muſe attune the plaintive lyre, 
= ling of Strephon with his ringlets horn? 


" S ye, who can divine the mighty cauſe, 
„ From whence this modern circumciſion ſprings? 
& Why ſuch oppreſſive and ſuch rigid laws 
Are ſtill attendant on religious things ? 5 
15 las! ! poor Strephon, to the ſtern decree 

| Which prunes your 8 are you doom'd to 
yield ? 8 | 
lecay eon ſhall your caput, like the blaſted tree, 


Diffuſe its faded honours o'er the field. i 
H 2 
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Now let the ſolemn ſounds of mourning ſwell, 

And wake ſad echoes to prolong the lay; 

For hark! methinks I hear the tragic knell ; 
This hour beſpeaks the barber on his way. 


0 razor ! yet thy poignant edge ſuſpend ; 

O yet indulge me with a ſhort delay; 

Till I once more pourtray my youthful friend, 
*Ere his proud locks are ſcatter'd on the clay, 


*Ere the huge wig, in formal curls array'd, Ti 
With pulvile pregnant, ſhall o'erſhade his face; 


| Or, like the wide umbrella, lend its aid, 


To baniſh luſtre from the e e 


5 Viourn, O ye zephyrs ! for, alas! no more 


His waving ringlets ſhall your call obey ! E 
For, ah ! the ſtubborn wig muſt now be wore, | 
Since Strephon” s locks are ſcatter'd on Lhe clay, 


Amanda, too, in bitter anguiſh Gghs, 
And grieves the metamorphoſis to ſee ; 


Mourn not, Amanda, for the hair that bes: 


Dead on the ground ſhall be reviv'd for thee 


Some ſkilful artiſt of a French /rizeur, 
With graceful ringlets ſhall thy temples bind, 
And cull the precious relics from the floor, 
Which yet may flutter in the wanton wind. 


Writ 
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a vues at the UHERMITAGE f BRAID, near 
EDINBURGH. 
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OULD you reliſh a rural rotient; 

5 Or the pleaſure the groves can inſpire. 
1 120 city's allurements forget, | 

Io this ſpot of enchantment retire. 


© Where a valley, and chryſtaline brook, 
| Whoſe current glides Gbreetly along, 

5 | Give Nature a fanciful look, 

ce The beautiful woodlands . 

Z Behold thi umbrageous trees 

A covert of verdure have ſpread, 
Where ſhepherds may loll at their caſe, | 
And pipe to the muſical ſhade: | BEE 


Jay, q For, | o! thro? each opꝰ ning is heard, 
In concert with waters below, | 
The voice of a muſical bird, 5 

| Whoſe numbers do gracefully flow. 


The buſhes and arbours ſo green, 

| The tendrils of ſpray interwove, 

| Wi foliage ſhelter the ſcene, 
And form a retirement for lore. 


hee. 
Jind, 


Pier Venus tranſported may rove 
| From pleaſure to pleaſure unſeen, 
Nor with for the Cyprian grove | 
| Her youthful Adonis to ſereen. 


id. 
Writ 
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Of: let me e dwell £ 
On a ſcene where ſuch beauties appear; 1 
T could live in a cot or a cell, | 
And never thipk ſolitude near. 


ATALE. 


T HOSE right pedagogues and Wale 
: Who walk by ſelf-inyented rules, | 
Do often try, with empty head, | 
The emptier mortals to miſlead, 


And fain would urge, that none but by 


Could rightly teach the A, B, ©; 


On which they've got an endleſs comment; 


To trifling minds of mighty moment, 
Throwing ſuch barriers in the way 
Of thoſe who genius diſplay, 
As often, ah! too often teaze 
Them out of patience, and of fees, 
Before they're able to explode 
Obſtructions thrown on Learning 8 road. 
May mankind all employ their tools 
To baniſh pedantry from ſchools ! 
And may each pedagogue avail, $ 
By liſt'ning to the after tale! | 


Wiſe Mr Bixcn had long ae 
The ks thould be ended © 
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And 
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8 And taught that H a breathing was, 

1 Ergo he ſaw no proper cauſe, 

Why ſuch a letter ſhould exiſt : 

| Thus in a breath was he diſmiſs'd, | 

x | With, © O beware, beware, O youth! 
„ Take not the villain in your touch.“ 


| One day this alphabetic ſinner 
Was eager to devour his dinner, 
When to appeaſe the craving glutton, 
© His boy Tom produc'd the mutton. =» 
Was ſuch diſaſter ever told? 
Alas! the meat was deadly cold! 
Here take and h—eat i it, ſays the waſter; 
© Quoth Tom, that ſhall be done, and faſt, Sir 2 
And few there are who will diſpute it, 
But he went inflantly about it; 
For Birch had Tcorn'd the H to lay, 
And blew him with a puff 3 away. 
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| The bell was rung with dread alarſn; "i 
Bring me the mutton, is it warm?? 
| Sir you defir'd, and I have eat it; 
| You lie, my orders were to heat it.“ 
| Quoth Tom, I'll readily allow 
That H is but a breathing now. 
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THE PEASANT, THE HEN, AND YOUNG Þ 
Docks. 4 FaLE, F 


HEN, of all the dung. hil crew 
The faireſt, ſtatelieſt to view, 

Of laying tir'd, ſne fondly begs 
Fer keeper's leave to hatch her eggs: : 


He, dunn'd with the inceſſant cry, 1 
Was forc'd for peace? ſake to comply; = . 
And in a month the downy broddde 
Came chirping round the hen for food. . 
Who view'd them with parental eyes NS 1 | 6 | 
Of pleaſing fondneſs and ſurpriſe, : We 
And was not at a loſs to trace =_— T7 
Her likeneſs growing in their face; : 7? ; 
Tho' the broad 57% could well declare 7 7 
That they another's offspring were; * 
So ſtrong will prejudices blind, E 
85 And lead aſtray the eaſy mind. V 
To che green margin of the brock 3 
| The hen her fancied children took ; * ; 
| Each young one ſhakes his unfledg'd wings, . 
And to the flood by inſtinct ſprings; 185 
With willing ſtrokes they gladly n 
ö Or dive into the glaſſy ſtream, 
1 While the fond mother vents her grief, 
And prays the peaſarn?*s kind relief. 
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f 1 Abe peaſant beard the bitter cries, 
de thus in terms of rage replies: 
4 You fool! give o'er your uſeleſs moan, 
. . Nor mourn misfortunes not your own; 
4 But learn in wiſdom to forſake 
| =? The offspring of the duck and drake.” | 
To whom the hen, with angry creſt 
And ſcornful look, herſelf addreſt: 
If reaſon were my conſtant guide 
(Of man the ornament and pride}, 
Then {hould I boaſt a cruel heart, 

= And foreign feeling all depart; 1 
Fut ſince poor I, by in/tin@ blind 
Can boaſt no feelings ſo refin'd, 

„ 'Tis hop'd your reaſon will excuſe, 

| 6 Tho? I your counſel ſage refuſe, 

{6 And from the perils of the flood 

= * Attempt to ſave another's brood.”? 

| MORAL. 

*y Pity, gen'r brot nymph 1 poſſeſt, 
And mov'd at auill the human breaft, 
"x tongue its diſtant ſufferings told, 
but ſhe aſſiſted, ſhe condol'd, 
. 2 willing. bore. her tender part 
Jr all the feelings of the heart ; 
5 þ put bau from her our hearts decoy „5 
%% of other avoes defti 4 4 
. 1 only from a ſelfiſh view, 
" give The aid to Pity due. 
J 
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TO THE MEMORY OF JOHN cunnixe lf 


HAM THE POET. 


Sing his praiſes that doth keep 
. Our flicks from harm, 
Pan, the father of our ſheep « 
 Andarminarm_ 


Tread aue % fly ina round, 


| IWkile the hollow mcight” ring ground 


Fills the muſte with 15 found. 


BravmoxT and FzwcRr: 


K mournful meanders and groves, 1 
5 Delight of the Muſe and her * 
ve grottos and dropping alcoves, 


No ſtrangers to Corydon's tongue! ! 


| Let each Sylvan, and Dryad declare 
His themes and his muſic how dear; 
| Their plaints and their dirges prepare, 8 


Attendant on Coryoon” $ bier. 0 


The echo that join'd i in the hay, | 
So amorous, ſprightly, and free, 


Shall ſend forth the ſounds of diſmay, 


And ſigh with ſad pity ſor thee. 


Wild wander his flocks with the berene ; 


His reed can no longer controul; 


His numbers no longer can pleaſe, 


Or ſend kind relief to che ſoul. 


5 


| But long may they wander and bleat, | : | 
„Io hills tell the tale of their woe; | 


And the waters ſhall mournſully flow. 


I | The woodlands the tale thall repeat, EY, | 


B 5 or theſe were the haunts of his love, | 
Y The ſacred retreats of his eaſe, 
3 Where favourite Fancy would rove, er | 


1 As wanton, as light as the brecze. 


1 Her zone will diſcolour'd appear, 
With fanciful ringlets unbound, 

Ba A face pale and languid ſhe'll wear, 

I A heart fraught with ſorrow profound, 


Fic reed of each ſhepherd will monrn, | 

The ſhades of Parnaſſus decay; _ | 1 
* he Muſes will dry their ſad urn, | | 1 
© Since 'reft of young Corydong lay. | 


A him ev'ry paſſion was known 

© That throbb'd in the breaſt with deſire ; 
ich gentle affection was ſhewn 

In the ſoft ſighing longs of his lyre. 
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Ie che carroling thruſh on the ſpray 
In muſic ſoft warbling and wild, 

[> love was devoted each lay, 

*E accents pathetic and mild. 


E: beauty and virtue revere, 5 
[ng the ſongs of the ſhepherd approve, 
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Who felt, who lamented the ſnare, 
When repining at Pityleſs love. 


The ſummer but languidly gleams, 
Pomona no comfort can bring, 

Nor vallies, nor grottos, nor ſtreams, 
Nor the May-born flaw! rets of Spring. 


: They” ve fled all with Corydon's Muſe, 


For his brows to form chaplets of woe; 


Whoſe reed oft awaken'd their boughs, 
As the whiſpering breezes that blow. 


To many a fanciful Ping 
His lyre was melodiouſſy ſtrung; 
: While fairies and fauns in a ring 


5 Have applauded the [wan as he ſung, 


To the chearful he uſher'd his ſmiles, 
To the woeful his ſigh and his tear; : 
> A condoler with want and her toils, 


When the voice of oppreſſſon was near. 


Tho' tiles and wealth were his due, 
Tho' Fortune denied the reward; 7 
Vet Truth and Sincerity knew 


What the goddeſs would never mans 


Avails aught the generous heart; 03 
Which Nature to Goodneſs deſi 1 

if Fortune denies to impart . 

Her N relies to the wind "3 


An 


(G ) 
EZ Twas but faint the relief to diſmay, » N | | 
; N The cells of the wretched among; ; | | 
© Tho! ſympathy ſung in the lay, 4 
: Tho? melody fell from his tongue. [| 
Let the favour'd of Fortune attend : | 
1 Z To the ails of the wretched and poor: | | 
FE” Tho! Corydon's lays can befriend, _ — 
iris riches alone that can cure. „ Il! 
© Bat they to Compaſſion are dumb, | 
| N To Pity their voices unknown Þ | 
Near Sorrow they never can come, | 1 
ill Migortune has mark'd them her own, 1 


ö Now the ſhades of the evening depend; 
Fach warbler is lull'd on the ſpray ; 
The cypreſs doth ruefully bend _ 

$ Where the cold corpſe of Corydon ſtay. 
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Adieu then the ſongs of the ſwain ! 
Leet Peace ſtill attend on his hade; 1 
And his pipe that is dumb to his ſtrain, 
In the grave be with Cox v DOx laid. 


— 


THE DELIGHTS OF VIRTUE. 


| 
Rdn Morn, in orient bluſh array'd, . | 
With gentle radiance hail'd the {ky ſerene $ - | | ö 
| No ruſtling breezes wav'd the verdant ſhade, Jt: | N 
JF Nor ſwelling ſurge diſturb'd the azure main. Wo | 
?Ty Thee = 


(-70 } 
Theſe moments, Meditation, ſure are thine 3 
Theſe are the halcyon Joys you wiſh to find, 
When Nature's peaceful elements combine 
10 ſuit the calm compoſure of the mind. 
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'The Maſe, exalted by thy ſacred pow'r, 
To the green mountain's air-born ſummit flew, 
Charm'd with the thoughtful ſtillneſs of an hour, 
That uſher'd beaming Fancy to her view. 


| Freſh from old Neptune's fluid manſion ſprung 
The ſun, reviver of each drooping flow'r ; 
At his approach the lark, with matin ſong, 
In notes of gratitude confeſs'd his pow'r. 


80 "PEG fair Viarur, ſhedding light divine 5 
On thoſe who wiſluid to profit by her ways | 
Who ne'er at parting with their vice repine, 0 

To taſte the comforts of her bleſsful rays. N 


: She with freſh hopes ack ſorrow can beguile, : q Ho 
Caan diſſipate Adverſity's ſtern gloom, N | 
| Make meagre Poverty contented ſmile, he 

And the fad wretch forget. his hapleſs doom. i 
; Smecter than ſhady groves in ſummer's pride, ” 


Than flow” ry dales or graſſy meads i is ſhe; 
Delightful as the honey'd ſtreams that glide 
From the rich labours of the buſy bee. © 
Her paths and alleys are for ever green; 
T here Innocence, in ſnowy robes array'd, 
| 5 With 


( 3 


With ſmiles of pure content is hail'd the queen 
And bappy miſtreſs of the ſacred ſuade. | 
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y 0 let not tranſient gleams of earthly joy 
From Virtue lure your lab'ring ſteps aſide; 
Nor inſtant grandeur future hopes annoy 

; With thoughts that * from Inſolence and 


Pride. 

F Joon will the winged moments ſpeed away, 1 
When you'll no more che plumes of honour iſt 
* e ; = l 
1 es muſt ſhudder at the ſad decay, . | | [ 
I And Pride look humble when he e chere. _ 

4 Depriv'd of Views: where is Beauty- G pow? 4 1 | 
; Her dimpl'd ſmiles, her roſes charm no more; N l. | 

1 So much can guilt the lovelieſt ſorm deflower, | 
| We loath e beauty which we lov'd before. | [| 
: How für are Virtue? s buds where- or they blow, | | 
] Or in the deſert wild or garden gay! | | 
er flow'rs how ſacred whereſoe'er they ſhow, "1 
| ö Unknown to the black canker of decay! 8 | | 

A TAVERN ELEGY. | 
LED are the moments of deluſive Mirth, f | 
The fancy'd pleaſure ! paradile divine! | | 
| Huſh'd are the clamours that derive their birth e | 
Witt From gen'rous floods of ſoul-reviving wine. 900 ; , 
— 
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Still night and flence now ſucceed the noiſe; 
The ebbing rides of paſſion rage no more; 


But all is peaceful as the ocean's voice 
When br cezelels waters kiſs the ſilent ſhore. 


Here ſtood the juice whoſe care-controuling pow'rs [MF 

Could ev'ry human miſery ſubdue, 

And wake to ſportive joy the lazy hours, 
That to che languid ſenſes hateful . 


Atttacted by the magic of the bowl, 


Aronnd the ſwelling brim in full array = +» 
"The olafles circl'd, as the planets roll, 


And hail with borrow'd light the god of day. # 
Haro Muſic, the delight of moments Ee. þ at 


Bade the unguarded tohgues their motions ceale, : \ 
5 And with a mirthful, a melodious lay, 6 
Ad the fell voice of Diſcord i into Peace. 


Ii Theſe are the j joys that Virtue muſt approve, 
I} While Reaſon thines with majeſty en | 

| 118 Ere our ideas in diſorder move, 

11 And ſad excels againſt the ſoul combine. | 


| | | What evils have not frenzy'd mortals done 
111 1 By wine, that 7g7zs fatuus of the mind! 

| | * How many by its force to vice are won, 

11 | SZBimce firſt ordain'd to tantalize mankind! BE 


j . By Bacchus? vow” r, ye ſons of riot! far, 
tit How many watchful centinels have bled! 
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How many travellers have loſt their way, 1 
I By lamps unguided thro? the ev'ning ſhade | 
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0 ſpare thoſe friendly twinklers of the night! 

Let no rude cane their hallow'd orbs aſſail! 
i: For -owardice alone condemns the light, 

That ſhews her countenance 9 and pale. 


. dow the ort taper warns me to depart 

| 'Ere Darkneſs ſhall aſſume his dreary ſway; 

Per: Solitude fall heavy on my heart, 
That lingers for the far approach of day. 


ue would not vindicate the happy doom 

| To be for ever number'd with the dead, 
B08 than bear the miſerable gloom, | 

| When all his comfort, all his friends are fled: ? 


eale, 


Bear me, ye gods ! | where 11 may clindy reſt. 
From all the follies of the night ſecure; 
he balmy bleſſings of Repoſe to taſte, 

Nor hear the tongue of f Outrage ; at my door. 


PORE 


GOOD EATING. 


EAR, O ye hoſt of Epicurus ! hear! 
Each portly form, whoſe overhanging paunch 
Ln well denote the all-tranftendent joy 
hat ſprings unbounded from fruition full 
| rich repaſt; to you I conſecrate 
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Can cook the numbers to your palates keen, 
Or fend but half the reliſh with her ſong, 
That ſmoaking Airloins to your ſouls conver. 


Of Hunger fell. Avaunt, ye baſe born hind 


To you I ſing not: for, alas! what pain, 
What tantalizing tortures would enſue, 
To aid the force of Famine's ſharpeſt tooth, 


"To hunger” s ban? the firongeſt antidote; 
Come, and with all thy rage- -appealing te 
Our appetites allay! For, or attended 

By root Hibernian, or Plumb: -pudding rare, 
Still thou art welcome to the ſocial board. 


Jo noſtrils bring? Or can the glaſſy {tread 


( 74 ) 
The « fog advent'rous; happy if the Mass 


Hence now, ye ſtarv lings wan! whole 
| wombs | 
Oft echo to the hollow murm'ring tones 


Whoſe fates unkind ne'er deſtin'd you to go 
The banquet rare, or wage a pleaſing war 
With the delicious morſels of the earth. 


Were I to br eathe my accents in your ear! 


Hail, Roasr Beer! monarch of th 
throng, 3 


Say, can the ſpicy gales from Orient blown 
Or zephyr's wing, that from the orange 9 
Bruſhes the breeze, with rich perfumes rep 
More aromatic or reviving ſmell 


Of Padelus, that o'er its golden ſands 


D IT 


3 

al glide, thy luſcious drops outvie, 
rom thy ſides embrown'd unnumber'd fall! 
þ at thy approach, what ſmiles ſerene 
from the raviſh'd gueſts!—8till are e 
; tongues, | 

they with whetted inſtruments prepare 

ep inciſion, Now the abſceſs bleeds, 


he devouring band, with ſtomachs keen, 
Jiting rage, thy beauteous form deſtroy, 


| vou a marrowlels {ſkeleton and bare, 
o dunghills, or vexatious ſport 
in, Sy ruthing from defilement?'s urns, 
; Fer the city's flinty pavement hurls. 
oth - e 


res it with the man, whoſe pow'rful pelt 
i command .reſpet. Careſs'd by all, 
che ities were as laviſh as the hand 

I Ceres, till his ſtores decay'd, | 
dte; n (O diſmal tale!) thoſe precious drops 
g fe that bedew'd his ſpring of fortune, 
1 Je fad winter of his ſtate ſo fall'n, 5 
are, Ne the thorn from which they ne'er can 
zoard. WF hope 
blown pluck the odour-dropping roſe ! 
noc 95 N 
nes ref 


ear 


ee, Roaſt Beef! in variegated ſhapes, 
Prtals toil'd.— The Dale ſternly braves 
bh of Boreas, and exulting Rands 


y ſtreall 
1 ca- waſh'd deck — with hopes inſpir” d 
_ bing i in thy wiſh'd- for tweets, 


He 
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le ſmiles amidſt the dangers that ſurround him; 
 Chearful he ſteers to cold forbidden climes, 


Or to the torrid zone explores his way. : 
Be kind, ye Pow'rs | and till propitious bud E 
This paragon of feeding to our halls. E M 
With this regal'd, who would vain- glorious wiſh * 
For tow'ring pyramids ſuperbly crown'd, 2 
With jellies, fllabubs, or ice-creams rare? = TY 
Theſe can amuſe the eye, and may beſtow = W 
A ſhort-liv'd pleaſure to a palate ſtrange; FF: 
But, for a moment's pleaſure, who would vend Or 
A life-time that woyld elſe be ſpent in joy - Cat 
Wall For hateful loathings and for gouty rang | ' | 
hy Ever preceded by indulg' d exceſs? ö 05 
Bleſt be thoſe walls where Hosrrralrry — . 
And Weleome reign at large | There may you ol: MW a; 
Of ſocial cheer partake, and love and j joy, = 0; 
f Pleaſures that to the human mind convey po 
AJ eal pictures of the bliſs ſupreme : _ Tn: 
Wl But near the gate where Farſimony dwells, 7. 
| Where Ceremony cool, and brow auſtere, | Wi 


Confront the gueſts, ne er let thy foot approach pre 
For, void of kind benev'lence, heav'nly virtue! 


Wbat is life's garden but a devious wild, 8 
Thro' which the traveller muſt paſs ee _ To 
Unguided by the aid of Friendſhip's ray? Wa 

Rather, if Poverty hold converſe with thee, If a} 


To the lone gore he bield aſcend, Ply 


BL 


* Or five to ſome fad cell; ; there have recourſe 
4 ro meagre ofals, where, though ſmal! thy fare, 
3 Freedom ſhall wing thee to a purer joy 
Than banquets with ſuperfluous dainties crown'd, 
| Mix'd with reſerve and coolneſs, can afford. 


Baut, if your better fortunes have -prepar'd 
; Your purſe with ducats, and with health thy frame, 
Aſſemble, friends! and to the tavern ſtraight, 
Where the officious waiter, bending low, 

ls paſſive to a fault. Then, nor the Signior Grand, | 
Or Ruſſia's Empreſs, ſignaliz'd for war, 
Can govern with more arbitrary ſway. 


Ye who for heath: for exereiſe; for wn, 
| Oft ſaunter from Edina's ſmoke-capt ſpires, 
And, by the graſſy hill or dimpl'd brook, 

oli An appetite revive, ſhould oft-times ſtray _ 
o'er 4rthur's-eat's green paſtures, to the town 
For. ſheep heads and bone - bridges fam'd of yore, 
That in our country's annals ſtands yclepft | 
| Fair Dudding ſtonia, where you may be bleſt 
Wich fimple fare and vegetable ſweets, 5 

| Freed from the. clamours of the buſy world. 


N 


Or, if for recreation you ſhould ſtray 
To Leithian ſhore, and breathe the keener air 
| Wafted from Neptune's empire of the « main z 
If appetite invite, and caſh prevail, 
* not 1555 Fee upon the howeward track, 
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| | Ill Lawsox, chiefeſt of the Scottiſh hoſts ! 


nimble-footed waiters give command 

e cloth to lay.—InſinQively they come, 

nd lo! the table, wrapt in cloudy teams, 
Foans with the weight of the tranſporting fare 
| dat nn frankincenſe on the gueſts around. 
Now, while ſtern Winter holds his frigid fways 


Id to a period ſpins the clofing year; 
1 be feſtivals abound, and ſportive hours 


(1 the remembrance of our weaning time, 

t not Intemperance, deſtructive fiead! _ 

| | in entrance to your halls. —Deſpoil'd by him, 
|| 11500 cloy ed appetite, forerunner ſad 

rank diſeaſe, invet*rate claſp your frame; : 

1 [jjptentment fhall no more be known to ſpread 
Ill | Ir cherub wings round thy once happy dwelling, 
| | 0 miſery of thought, and racking pain, 
I! i; | plunge you headlong to the dark abyſs. 
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| l TE maidens modeſt! on whoſe ſullen brows 

I Hath weaning Chaſtity her wrinkles cull'd, 

4 conſtant labour o'er conſumptive oil, 

Ibaidnight knell, to waſh Sleep's nightly balm : 

cloling eye- lids, with the grateful drops 

ITz.4's bleſt juices ; liſt th? obſequious lays 
| „„ „ That 
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That come not with Parnaſſian honours crown'd{|f | 
To dwell in murmurs o'er your ileepy ſenſe, | 
But freſh from Orient blown to chace ſar of ||| 
Your /e!bargy, that dormant zeedlzs rons'd | 
May pierce the waving Maztua's ſilken folds : 
For many a dame, in chamber ſadly pent, 
Hath this reviving limpid call'd to lite ; 
And well it did, to mitigate the frowns 


Of anger reddening on Lucinda's brow _ [ 
With flaſh malignant, that had harbour'd chere, | | 
It ſhe at maſquerade, or play, or ball, ll | 
Appear'd not in her neweſt, beſt attire. 
But Venus, goddeſs of th' eternal ſmile, i 
Knowing that ſtormy brows but ill become N 
Fair patterns of her beauty, hath ordain'd 1 
Celeſtial J'ea A ſountain that can cure 1 
The ills of paſſion, and can free the Vi | | ; 
From frowas and lighs, by Diſappointment earn) 'N 
1 0 ber. ye fair, in adoration bow! 


Whether at bluſhing morn, or dewy eve; 
Her ſmoaking cordials greet your fragrant board 


— cg 
—— 


With Shuſhong, Congo, or coarſe Bohea crown” 
At midnight ſkies, ye Mantua-nakers, hail 

The ſacred offering! For the haughty Belles 
No longer can upbraid your ling'ring hands 

With trains upborn aloft by duſty gales 1 
That ſweep the ball room ſwift they g glide alo | 
And, with their ſailing ſtreamers, catch the eye | 
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A 

= Graces which Nature has by Art conceal'd. £ 
| Mark well the fale 1 obſerve their modeſt eye, 1 
With all the i innocence of beauty bleſt. 1 
Could Slander 0'er that tongue its pow” 'r retain 4 


Whoſe breath is muſic ? Ah, fallacious thought 

The ſurface is Ambroſia's mingl'd ſweets; 0 
But all below is death. At tea-board met, A F 
Attend their prattling tongues—they ſcoff—the 5 


» o 
* * >» * 
he . 


oe 


Of ſome Admiz, mark⸗ d to love a prey, 
Whoſe boſom ne'er had panted with a ſigh, 
But for the ſilken drap'ries that incloſe 
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: Uabouridid ; but their darts are + chivily x aim'd 1 
At ſome gay Fair, whoſe beauties far eclipſe KR 


Her dim beholders—who, with haggard eyes, Ff 


| Would blight thoſe charms where . long LH 


have dwelt | e bn 

5 Is extacys delighted and ſallic'd. „„ by, 
10 vain hath Beauty, with her varied robe, 5 3 

5 Beſtow'd her glowing bluſhes o'er her cheeks, z 
| 0 


And call'd attendant Graces to her aid, 


In vain did Venus in her fav'rite mould 


| Pale are thoſe cheeks where youth and beauty 


ro blend the ſcarlet and the lilly fair. 


Adapt che. lender form to Cupid's choice— _ 
When Slander comes, her blaſts too fatal prove; 


—=_ s 


Where 


( $1 


q Where ſmiles, where freſhneſs, and where rofes 

3 grew : 

F Ghaſtly and wan their Girgon picture comes, 
With ev'ry Fury grinning from the looks 

T or fr ightful monſter Euvy's hiſſing tongue, 


Wich deepeſt vengeance wounds, and ev ry wound 


Wich deeper canker, deeper poiſon teems. 

O Gory! thy luring luſtre firſt prevail'd 

On Max to tempt the fretful winds and waves, 
And hunt new fancies. Still ay glaring form 


7 * n 


ey 
O'er- ſtemming danger, draw the lab'ring keel 
From China's coaſt to BY itain”s ; colder clime, 
Fraught with the fruits and herbage of their vales; 
In them whatever vegetable ſprings, 

ö How loachſome and corrupted, triumphs here, 
he bane of life, of health the ſure decay; 

Ire, yet we ſwallow, and extoll the draught, 

wh nervous ails ſhould ſpring, and vap'riſh 
gqualms 5 

our ſenſes and bur appetites aeſtroy. 


Cock round, ye./ipplers of the S cup 
[From foreign plant diſtill'd! no more repine 
That Nature, ſparing of her ſacred ſweets, 


ve; fach doom'd you in a wilderneſs to dwell, 

cauty rhile round Britannia's ſtreams ſhe kindly rears 
7 Green Sage and Wild Thyme.—Theſe were ſure 
Where BY decreed | 


q BY Commerce thrive, and ofer the Indian waves, 
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1 
As plants of Britain to regale her ſons 
With native moiſture, more refreſhing ſweet, 


And more profuſe of health and vigour's balm, ; 
Than all the ſtems that India c. can boaſt. | 


THE SOW OF FEELING: 


Will! I proteſt there s 10 fach thing as dealing 
With theſe flarch'd poets —auith theſe Men o/ FeELixG! 
Epilogne to the Prince of Tunis, 


Jorionanr planets! do ye ill combine 
Againſt this wayward, dreary life of mine! 
Has pityleſs Oppreſſion ( eruel caſe!) ) 
__ Gain'd ſole poſſeſſion of the human race? 
By cruel hands has ev'ry virtue bled, 
And Innocence from men to vultures fled! 


„% N . 
Thrice happy had I liv'd in Jewiſh time, A 

When ſwallowing pork or ig was thought x "Wy 
| crime; | 


; No 
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; My huſband long had bleſt my e arms, 
Long, long had known Love's ſympathetic charms, 
My children too -a little ſuckling race, 
With all their father growing in their face, 
From their prolific dam had ne'er been torn, 
Nor to the bloody Ralls of butchers borne. 


Ah! Luxury! to you my being owes 
Its load of miſery—its load of woes! 


TSF. 


win heavy heart I ſaunter all the day, 

© Gruntle and murmur all my hours away ! 

In vain I try to ſummon old Deſire, 

For fav'rite ſports—for wallowing in the mire : 
| Thoughts of my huſband—of my children flain, 
Torn all my wonted pleaſure into pain! 
How oft did we, in Phœbus' warming ray, 

| Baſk on the humid ſoftneſs of the clay! 

| Oft did his luſty head defend my tail 

From the rude whiſpers of the angry gale ; 
While noſe-refreſhing puddles ſtream'd around, 
ine And floating odours hail'd the dung · clad W 


Near by a ruſtic mill's inchanting clack, 

Where plenteous buſhels load the peaſart”s back, 

In ſtrau- cronunꝰ d hovel, there to life we came, 

[One bear our father, and one ſow our dam: 

While tender infants on their mothers breaſt, 

2 flame divine on either ſhone confeſt; 

In riper hours Love's more than ardent blaze 

| [akindled all his paſſion, all his praiſe ! . 

No deadly, ſinful paſſion fir'd his ſoul, 

irtue o'er all his actions gain'd controul! 

That cherub which attracts the female heart, 

And makes them ſooneſt with their beauty part, 

urtracted mine I gave him all my love, 

n the receſſes of a verdant grove: 

Twas there I liſt' ned to his warmeſt vows, 

\widſt the pendant melancholy boughs; — 
- | Twas 


ht 1 


„ 
arms; 


v. 


| 5 Had melted any hearts but hearts of ſtones! 


(84) 
Twas there my truſty lover ſhook for me 
A ſhow'r of acorns from the vaken tree; | 
And from the teeming earth, with joy, plougb'd 
„ 5 
The root ſalubrious with his hardy ſnout. 


But Happineſs, a floating meteor thou ! 
That ſtill inconſtant art to man and ſow, 
| Left us in gloomieſt horrors to reſide, 
Near by the deep-dy*d ſanguinary tide, 


Where whetting Heel acted che butch'ring 
| knives, | 


With greater eaſe to take the harmleſs lives 
Of coaus, and calves, and /heep, and hog, who fear 
The bite of bull-dogs, that inceſſant tear 


Their fleſh, and keenly ſuck . blood- Aiſling 
ear! 


At length the PR th ad day drew ny 
| Deteſted cauſe of many a briny tear! 


I'll weep till ſorrow ſhall my eye-lids drain, 
A tender huſband, and a brother flain ! 

Alas! the lovely languor of his eye, 

When the baſe grab bore him captive by! 
His mournful voice! the muſic of his groans, 


; O had ſome angel at that inſtant come, 
Ziv'n me four nimble fingers and a thumb, 
he blood · ſtainꝰd blade I'd turn'd upon his for, 
And ſudden ſent him to the ſhades below— 
Where 


(0 3 
| Where, or Pythagoras opinion jeſts, 
| Beafts are made butchers — butchers chang'd to beaftr. 


| In carly times the law had wiſe decreed, 
For human food but reptiles few ſhould bleed 3 
| But monſtrous man, ſtill erring from the laws, 


| The curſe of heaven on his banquet draws ! 
Already has he drain'd the marſhes dry 
For frags, new emblems of his luxury; _ 
And ſoon the load and /izard will come home, 
1 | Pure victims to the hungry glutton' s womb: 

| Cats, rats, and mice, their deſtiny may MOUrRs. 

In time their carcaſſes on ſpits muit turn; 

* | They may rejoice to- day—whue i reſign | 
: [Liſe to be nuraber'd 'mongit the COR fine. | 


ar, 
| Vunbar, Captain RoxyuRGH Commander. | 


IST, 0 ye flumb'rers on the 3 W 


Whoſe lives are one unvariegated calm 
Of ſtillneſs and of ſloth: And hear, O nymph ! 


! in heav'n yclepit Pleaſure : from your throne 

1 Wi fiulgent fend a heav'nly radiant beam, : 
hat, cheer'd by thee, the uſe may bend hen way ; -” 
for from no earthly flight ſhe builds her ſong, 

toe, Not rom the hoſory of green Neptune” s main + 


45 EXP ED. oN a TIFE and the ent . 
MAL, on board the BIESsSED Ex pEAVOUR of 


Would | 
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Tranſmit her numbers to inclining ears. 


And ſolemn ſounding whiſpers lull the ſpray, 
To Meditation ſacred, let me roam 


While now the weſtern breezes reign around, 
And Boreas, ſleeping in his iron cave, 
| Regains his ſtrength and animated rage, 
To wake new tempeſts and inſwell new ſeas. 


—— — — — — — 


The willing canvas, ſwelling with the breeze, 
Gives life and motion to our bounding prow, 
| While the hoarſe 8 8 2 25 el ſounding 


e all the tars to ation; | Hardy fone! ! Z 


Who ſnudder not at life's devouring gales IS 
| But ſmile amidſt the tempeſt- ſounding jars, | 
Or *mid'it the hollow thunders of the war : 


By Hrius guided to allay the heat, 
That elſe would parch the vigour of their veins. 
Hard change, alas! from petrifying cold 

1 Inſtant to plunge to the ſevereſt ray _ 

That burning Deg-ſtar or 5 Phebus ſheds. 


( 86 ) 
Would fain emerge, and under Phæębeꝰs reign, 


Now when the choiring ſongſters quit the groves, 


O'er the bleſt floods that waſh our natal ſhore, L 
And view the wonders of the deep profound, 


And now PFavonius wings the ſprightly gale; 


far, 


Freſh ſprung from Greenland's cold, they hail wit 


joy 
The happier clime, the freſh autumnal breeze, 


Lib 


( 87 ) [| 
3 ie comet ; whirling thro? th etherial voidg 


Now they are redden'd with the ſolar blaze, | 
| Now froze and tortur'd with the trigid zone. 


2 Thrice kappy Britons ! ' WHO well- I d 
4 clay | | 

Can face all climes, all tempeſte, and all ſeas; 

Þ Theſe are the ſons that check the growing war; 
I [Theſe are the ſons that hem Britannia round 
From ſudden innovation ; awe the lhores, Oe ll 
ö And make their drooping pendants hail her queen [|| 
| And miſtreſs of the globe. They guard our beds,. —_— 
While fearleſs we enjoy ſecure repoſe, = 
And all the bleſſings of a bounteous ky. 
0 them in fev*rous adoration bend, 
IC faſbion'd Macaronies ! whoſe bright blades 
Were never dimm'd or ſtain'd in hoſtile blood, 
ut full hang dangling at your feeble thigh, 
While thro? the Mall or Park you ſhew away, 
Þ: thro? the drawing-room on tiptoe ſteal, 


2 — tet 


ding WH 


| On poop aloft, to meſmates. laid along, 

33 ſon of Neptune, whoſe old wrinkb'd brow 
Has bay'd the rattling thunder, tells his tale 

Df dangers, ſieges, and of battles dire, 

IV hile they, elate with ſucceſs of the day, © 
Licer him with happy ſmiles, or bitter FJ 
When Fortune with a ſourer aſpect grins. 


ze; 


eins. 


| Ah! how unſtable are the j joys of life! | 
le pleaſures, ah ! how few | -Now ſmile the-fkies 
Wien 


eds. 
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With viſage mild, and now the thunders ſhake; 

And all the radiance of the heav'ns deflow'r. 

Thro' the ſmall op'nings of the mainſail broad, 

Lo, Boreas ſteals, and tears him from the yard, 

| Where long and laſting he has play'd his part ! 

So ſuffers Virtue. When in her fair form 

The ſmalleſt flaw is found, the whole decays. 

In vain ſhe may implore with piteous eye, 

And ſpread her naked pinions to the blaſt : 

A reputation maim'd finds no repair, | 
ö Till Death, the ghaſtly monarch, ſhuts the ſcene, 


"Andi now we gain the May, whoſe midnight light 
Like veſtal virgins? off rings undecay'd, 

Jo mariners bewilder'd acts the part 

Of ſocial Friendſhip, guiding thoſe who err 
With kindly radiance to their deſtin'd port. 


4 hanks, kindeſt Nature | ! for thoſe floating gems 
Thoſe green-grown iſles, with whack: yu laviſh 
> n 
Great Neptune's empire. But for thee ! 1 the main 
Were an uncomfortable mazy flood. 
No guidance then would bleſs the 3 8 tk ll 
No reſting - place would crown the mar'ner's with, 
When he to diſtant gales his canvaſs ſpreads 
Jo ſearch new wonders.— Here the verdant ſhore: 
Teen with new freſhneſs, and regale our ſight 
Wich caves that antient Time, jn days of yore, 
Sequeſter'd for the haunt of Druid lone, 
%% ͤ Xͥ́ V There 


4: 

Irbere to remain in ſolitary cell, 
Beyond the pow'r of mortals to disjoin 
From holy meditation. — Happy now 
ro caſt our eyes around from ſhore to ſhore, 
While by the oozy caverns on the beech 

We wander wild, and liſten to the roar 

bi OCs murm'ring with inceſſant noiſe, 


N And now, , by Fancy led, we wander wild 
Where o'er the rugged ſteep the buried dead 
Remote lie anchor'd in their parent mould; 
Where a few fading willows point the ſtate 
Of man's decay. Ah, Death! where'er we fly, 
Pherher we ſeek the buſy and the gay, 

| be mourner or the joyful, there art thou. 

Vo diſtant ifle, no ſurly ſwelling ſurge, 


er aw'd thy progreſs, or controuPd thy ſway, 
= YL bleſs us with that comfort, length of days, 
ems b; all aſpir'd at, but by few attain . 


*in | To Fife we ſteer, of all . the ſun 


Tue moſt unhallow'd *midſt che Scotiar plains ? 
Nad here, ſad emblem of deceitful times! 

Plath ſad Hypocriſy her ſtandard borne, 

lürth knows no refidence, but ghaſtly Fear 
tands trembling and appall'd at airy fights. 
Nek, only once 1 Reward it, O ye Pow” rs! 


main 


geil, 
W iſh 


{hores Did Hoſpitality, with open tace, 
ht Ind winning ſmile, cheer the deſerted ſight, 


re, hat elſe had languiſh'd for the bleſt return 


| beautcous day, to diſſipate the clouds 


There : | M | | OF 
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Of endleſs alata, i and ſuperſtition wild, ; 
'I'hat conſtant hover o'er the dark abode. 1 
O happy Lothian ] Happy thrice her ſons ! | a 
Who ne'er yet ventur'd from the ſouthern ſhore } 
To tempt Misfortune on the Fifan coaſt, 3; 
Again with thee we dwell and taſte thy joys, PW 
Where Sorrow reigns not, and where ev'ry gals n 
Is fraught with fullneſs, bleſt with living hope, 
That fears no canker from the year's decay. 


n 


'TO SIR JOHN FIELDING, ON EIS ar n 
TMT TO SUPPRESS THE BEGGAR:Wpat 


| When you airs the ages U 
Be cautious and ſage, Pot 
Left the courtiers offended ſhould be 4. e 
When you mention vice or bribe, = 48; 


e pot to all the tribe, For | 
Each cries, It was levelÞ'd at me. 
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1 7. woman ; that faden all mankind, 

Fruct be; 
by m 
elt by 
uus 
ud o 


) ENEATH what cheerful region 4 thi ky 
5 Shall Mit, ſhall Humour, and the Muſes ol 
For our*s, a cold, inhoſpitable clime, 


Refuſes quarter to the Muſe and Rhime ; 
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I on her brows an envy'd lanrel ſprings, 

© They ſhake its foliage, crop her growing wings, 
That with the plumes of virtue wiſely ſoar, | 
And all the follies of the age explore. ; | | 
But ſhould old Grub her rankeſt venom pour, | 
And ev'ry virtue with a vice deflow'r, [ 
Her verſe is ſacred, Fuſtices agree, — | 1 
| EW n Fuſtice Fielding ſigns the wiſe decree, 1 


„ 


W Let fortune-dealers, wiſe prediQors ! tell 
From what dright planet Fu/tice Fielding fell; 
Auguſta trembles at the awful name; 

The darling tongue of Liberty is tame, 

Waſely confin'd by him in Newgate chains, 

Wor dare exclaim how 1 Fielding reigns. 


| Tn days when ev'ry mercer has his ſcale, : 
To tell what pieces lack, how few prevail! 

g I wonder not the low-born menial trade 

dy partial Juſtice has aſide been laid: 

for ſhe gives no diſcount for Virtue worn, 
er aged joints are without mercy torn. 


I. vain, O Gav ! thy muſe explor'd the way 

If yore to baniſh the Italian lay, 

pare homely numbers ſweet, tho' warmly trong ; * 
Lhe Britiſh chorus bleſt the happy ſong: | 

by manly voice and Albion's then were heard, 

elt by her ſons, and by her ſons rever'd : 

nuch, not uten, now bear aloft the palm, 

id o'er our ſenſes pour lethargic balm. 


The 


Men robb'd and murder'd, thieves at Tjbu 


- In panting brealts to ail the fond alarm, 
Make females in the cauſe of Virtue warm, 
Gay has compar'd them to the ſummer flow, 


(92) 


The Stage the trueſt mirror is of life ; 
Our paſſions there revolve i in active ſtrife ; 


Each character is there diſplay'd to view; 
Each hates his own, tho? well aſſur'd *tis true, 
No marvel then that all the world ſhould own, 
In Peachum's treach*ry Fuftice Fielding known, 


Since thieves ſo common are, and, Juſtice, you 
Thieves to the galloays for reward purſue. 
Had Gar by writing rous'd the ſealing trade, 


Vou'd been leſs active to ſuppreſs your bread ; 
For, traſt me! when a robber loſes ground, 
| You lole your living with your forty pound. 


"Twas Woman firſt that ſnatch'd the luring bait 


| | The tempter taught her to tranſgreſs and eat; 
Tho' wrong the deed, her quick compunction told, 
i She banifh'd Aran from an age of gold. 


When women now tranſgreſs fair Virtue s rules 


Men are their pupils, and the ſtews their ſchool; 


From ſimple wh—d—m greater fins began 


To ſhoot, to bloom, to center all in man; 


Footpads on Hounſlow flouriſh here to-day, 
The next old Tyburn ſweeps them all away; 
For woman's faults, the cauſe of ev 'ry wrong! 


ſtrung. 


The boaſt and glory of an idle hour; 
7 
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When cropt it falls, ſhrinks, withers, Wt decays, 
ö And to oblivion dark conſigns its days. 


Zack from its vice, from virtue ne'er to part; 
If ſo the way ward virgin will reſtore, 
And murders, rapes, and plunders be no more. 


No idle theoriſt in her ſtainleſs ways, 
| He gave the parent Goddeſs all his days. 


. 0 Queenſberry his beſt and earlieſt friend, 
Al that his wit or learning could commend ; 
| Beſt of patrons { the Muſe's only pride! 
Still in her pageant ſhalt thou firſt preſide 5 
No idle pomp that riches can procure, 

ö Sprung at a ſtart, and ſaded in an hour, 
But pageant, laſting as the uncropt bay, 
bat verdant triumphs with the Mule of Gar. 


— 


5 


LET —— 


Hath this a pow'r to win the female heart 
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Theſe were the lays of him who virtvc knew, 
Rever'd her dictates, and practis'd them too; ; 
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NeW Edition of his DICTIOnany, 


Tei Wilkes and Churchill rage 0 more, 
T ſcarce proviſion, learning*s good ; 
What can theſe hungries next explore, 
"We SAMUEL Johnson loves our food. 


With f/lable and ſyllable conjoin'd, 
| To tranſmutate and varify, has learn'd 
The whole revolving ſcientific names 
That in the alphabetic columns lie, 
Far from the knowledge of mortalic ſhapes ; 
As we, who never can peroculate 
The miracles by thee miraculiz'd, 
The Muſe filential long, with mouth apert, 
Would give vibration to ſtagnatie tongue, 
And loud encomiate thy puiſfant name, 

; Eulogiated from the green decline 
Of Thames's banks to Scoticanĩan ſhores, 
Where Loch- lomondian 88 undulize. 


| To meminate thy name in after times, 
The mighty Mayor of each regalian town 
Shall conſiguate thy work to parchment fair 
In roll burgharian, and their tables all 
Shall fumigate with fumigation ſtrong : 
Scctland, from perpendicularian hills, 
Shall emigrate her fair muttonian ſlore, 
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| REAT pedagogue, whole literarian lore, 
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Which late had hers | in pedeſtration walk'd, 
And o'er her airy heights perambuliz' d. 


E Oh, blackeſt execrations on thy head, 

4 Elina ſhameleſs ! tho' he came within 

Ihe bounds of your Notation ; tho? you Knew 
His honorific name, you noted not, 

But baſely ſuffer'd him to chariotize | 
| Far from your tow'rs, with ſmoke that nubilate, 
Nor drank one amicitial ſwelling cup 
| To welcome him convivial. Bailies all! 
With rage inflated, catenations * tear, 

Nor ever after you be vinculiz'd, Tho 
| Since you that ſociability denied 

| To him whoſe potent Lexiphanian ſtile | 
Words can prolongate, and inſwell his page 
With what 1 in others to a line” $ confin' d. 


| Welcome, to 1 potentate and prince 155 
: To hills and vallies, where emerging oats 
From earth aſſuage our pauperty to bay, 
And bleſs thy name, thy dictionarian ſkill, 
Which there definitive will Rill remain, 
And oft be ſpeculiz'd by taper blue, 

1 While youth e turn thy folio page. 


| Have you as yet, in per patetic mood, 
| Regarded with the texture of the eye 
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The cave cavernich, eee ſraternal kao 
Churchill, depicted pauperated ſwains, 

With thraldom and bleak want reducted fore ; 
Where Nature, coloriz'd, fo coarſely fades, 
And puts her ruſſet par'phernalia on? 
Have you as yet the way explorified 

To let lignarian chalice, ſwell'd wich oats, 
Thy orice approach ? Have you as yet, 
With ſkin freſh rubified by ſcarlet ſpheres, 
Apply'd brim/tonic unction to your hide, 
To terrify the ſalamandrian fire 


Ee 


3 * 
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That from involuntary digits aſks _ 

The ſtrong allaceration —Or can you ſwill 
The w/quebalian flames of whiſky blue 

In fermentation ſtrong? Have you applied 
The kelt aerian to your Anglian thighs, 

And with reaunciation aſſigniz'd 

Vour breeches in Londona to be worn? 

Can you, in frigor of Highlandian (ky, 

On heathy ſummits take nocturnal reſt ? 

It cannot be—You may as well deſire 

An alderman leave plumb-puddenian ſtore, 
And ſcratch the tegument from pottage diſh, 
As bid thy countrymen, and thee conjoin 'd, 
Forſake ſtomachie joys. Then hie you home, 
And be a malcontent, that naked hinds, 
On lentiles fed, can make your kingdom quake, 
And tremulate old England libe rtiz'd! 
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| CHARACTER OF A FRIEND, # an EPI- 
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TAPH which be defired the Author to write. 


NDER this turf, to mould'ring earth con- 


lign'd, 


I Lies he, who once was fickle as the wind. 
Alike the ſcenes of good and ill he knew, 
From the chaſte temple to the lewdeſt ſew. 
© Virtue and vice in him alternate reign 'd; 


| That fill'd his mind, and this his pocket drain'd. 
Till in the conteſt they ſo ſtubborn grew, 
j Death 1 the prong blow, and both withdrew. 


— 


E P 1100 v E. 


| Holen 55 Mr Win oon, at the Theatre-Royal, in n the 


Character * EpinBuRGH Buck. 


2 550 oft finiſli care in Lethe 8 cup, 


Who love to ſwear, and roar, and Aeg it uf, : 
Liſt to a brother's voice, whoſe ſole delight 
Is Heep all day, and riot all the night. 


| Laſt night, when potent draughts of mellow wine 


Did ſober reaſon into wit refine; 
When luſty Bacchus had contriv'd to drain 
The ſullen vapours from our ſhallow brain, 
We ſallied forth (for Valour's dazzling ſoa 
p to his bright meridian had run); : 
N „ And, 
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As a concerted and prudential flight ; 
So we, from guard and ſcandal. to be freed, . 
| Left them the field, and burial of the dead. - af 


i Bleſt place ! No watch, no conſtable, comes there, 
Now had they borrow'd Argus eyes who ſaw us, 


Lamps tumbl'd after lamps, and loſt their luſtre, 
| Like Doomſday, when the ſtars ſhall fall in cluller 


Tcet fancy paint what dazzling glory grew 


* » 4 » » 
— . . 


"WI 
And, like renowned Quixotte and his ſquire, 
Spoils and adventures were our ſole deſire. 


Firſt we appriach'd a ſeeming ſober dame, 
Preceded by a lanthorn's pallid flame, 


Borne by a livry'd puppy's ſervile hand, 5 0 
The ſlave obſequious of her ſtern command. A 
Curſe on thoſe cits, ſaid I, who dare diſgrace K 
Our ſtreets at midnight with a ſober face; 1 
Let never tallow- chandler give them light, Th 
To guide them thro' the dangers of the "wee. Bu 
The valet's cane we ſnatch' d, and, damme! 1 
Made the ſrail lanthorn on the pavement lie. ] We 
The guard, ftill watchful of the lieges' harm, 
With ſlow-pac'd motion ſtalk'd at the alarm. EB, 
Guard, ſeize the rogues! the angry madam cry J post 
And all the guard with Here ta ue reply'd. e 


As in a war, there” 8 nothing judg'd ſo. right 


Next we approach d che bounds of George's fine 


All was made dark and deſolate as chaos: 


From chryſtal gems, when | Phozbus came in view; 
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| bach ſhatter'd or ten thouſand fragments ſtrews, 


Aud a new fun 1 in ev ry fragment ſhews, 
i 


Hear then, my Packs) how drunken fate decreed 
q us 

vor a noQurnal vilit to the Mea, 

And how we, val'rous champions'! durſt engage 
0 deed unequall'd both the Bridge and Cage 3 
bl he rage of per'lons winters which had Rood, 
Ibis gainſt the wind, and that againſt the flood; 
But what nor wind, nor Hood, nor . n could 
| FE vend eber, 2, 


Ie tumbl'd down, my Bucks and made farrender. 


| What are your far fam'd warriors to us, 
out whom hiſtorians make ſuch mighty fuſs : 
0, PPoterity may think it was uncommon 
bat Troy ſhould be pillag'd for a woman; 
(Bur ours your ten years ſieges will excel, 
[And juſtly be eſteem'd the nonpareil, 
Our cauſe is flighter than a dame's betrothing, 


nothing. 
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or all theſe mighty feats have ſprung. from—- 


2 


s ON G. 


-HERE winding Forth adorns the valey 
Fond Strepbon, once a ſhepherd gay, | 
id to the rocks his lot bewail, _ 

And avg. addreſs'd his plaintive lay: 
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O Julia! more chan lily fair, 
More blooming than the budding roſe, 
« How can thy breaſt relentleſs bear = 
« A heart more cold than winter's ſnows. 
FEW 
Vet nipping winter's keeneſt ſway 
Fut for a ſhort-liv'd ſpace prevails ; 
Spring- time returns and chears each ſpray, 
„ Scented with Flora's fragrant gales. 
«© Come, Julia, come, thy love obey, _ 
Thou miſtreſs of angelic charms !_ 
Come ſmiling like the morn in May, 
« And center in thy Strephon's arms. 
* Elſe haunted by the fiend Deſpair, 
| He'll court ſome ſolitary grove, 
| Where mortal foot did ne'er repair, 
| „ But {wains oppreſs'd by hapleſs love. 
19-1108 * From the once pleaſing rural throng 
ih | 44 Remov'd, he'll thro? the deſart ſtray, 
1110 7 
| 
| 
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« Where Philomela' s mournful ſong 
5 « Shall} * his eee lay.“ * 


s ON G. 
N MIDST : a roſy bank of e 


| 
1 | | Young Damon mourn'd his forlorn fate; 
| 1 | | In ſighs he ſpent his languid hours, 


And breath'd his woes in lonely ſtate, 
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] Gay Joy no more ſhall cheer his mind, : 
No wanton ſports can ſoothe his care, 

| Since ſweet Amanda prov'd unkind, 

And left him full of black deſpair, 


| His looks that were as freſh as morn 

Can now no longer ſmiles impart ; 
His penſive ſoul, on ſadneſs born, 

| Is rack'd and torn by Cupid's dart. 


[rum fair Amanda ! cheer your ſwain, 
Vaſhroud him from his veil of woe 
= every charm to eaſe the pain 
| That in his tortur'd break doth ron. 


EPITAPH ON GENERAL WOLFE. | 


I worth exceeding, and i in virtue great, 
1 Words would want force his actions to relate, 
ISilence, ye bards ! eulogiums vain forbear, 
1 Is —__ to ſay that WoLFE lie here, 


* 


kv GRAM on the 8 1 a General 


— 


| Hundred Pounds WAS Promiſes, 


HE Mu, a ſhameleſs mercenary jade! 
Has now aſſum'd the wenden lawyer“ 3 
trade: | 
h Worrz's deſerving praiſes filent ſhe, 
Till latter; d with the proſpect of a fe. 


FXTEMPORE, 


fate; 


Worrr; for the beſt / which a Premium * One 
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On fering STANzAas addreſſed to Mrs Haerury 


So Delia, when her beauty's mn, 
Trades on a bottom not her o,õ U, 

And labours to eſcape detection, ; n= 
By Putting on on 3 55 = Pf 


On being aſted which of three Sifters aaf the mu 
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| Where ſbe alone was exquinaly fair ; 
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EXTEMPORE, 


— 


Comedian, wherein ſhe is deſcribed as ROY 
Mauy Queen of SCoTs. 


FARTLEY reſembles Scothind's Queen, 
Some bard enraptur'd cries ; 

A fatter] ing bard he is, I ween, 
Or elle the PaIx TER LES. 


0 


In ſceing 4 Lady paint herſelf. 
HEN, by ſome miſadventure crofs'd, 
The banker hath his fortune loſt 


Credit his inſtant need ſupplies, 
And for a moment blinds our eyes: 


EXTEMPORE, 


beautiful, 


7 HEN Paris gave his voice, in Ida's growt 
For the reſiſtleſs Venus, queen of love, 
„Twas no great taſk to paſs a judgment there, 


By 
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But here what could his ableſt judgment teach, 
When wiſdom, power, and beauty reign in each; 
The youth, nonplus'd, behov'd to join with me, 
And wiſh the apple had been cut in three, 


_ 0 * 


1 


Gn the Death. of Mr 8 Lavcasmme, 
5 Comedian. 


' LAS, poor Tom ! how oft, with merry heart. 


Have we beheld thee play the Sexton's part! 
Each comic heart muſt now be griev'd to ſee 
ſhe Sexton” s dreary __ Rn on thee, 


-— * 


EPIGRAM, 


On ſeeing: Scars uſed in a Mason Lopox. 


HY ſhould the brethren met in Lodge 
Adopt ſuch aukward meaſures, 
© ſet their ſcales and weights to judge 
The value of their treaſures ? 


be law laid down from age to age, 
How can they well o'ercome it? 
or it forbids them to engage 

With ae but Line and Plummet, 


MY = 
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MY LAST WILL. 


A poet ſurely may diſperſe 
His moveables in doggrel verſe; 


And fearing death my blood will faſt chill, . 


1 hereby conſtitute my laſt auI. 


Then wit ye me to have made o'er 
To Nature my poetic lore ; 

To her I give and grant the freedom 
Of paying to the bards who need em 


As many talents as ſhe gave, 
| When I became the Muſe's ſlave, 


Thanks to the gods, who made me poor 


No lukewarm friends moleſt my door, 
Who always ſhew a buſy care 
For being legatee or heir: 

Of this ſtamp none will ever follow 
The youth that's favour'd by Apollo. 


But to thoſe few who know my caſe, 
Nor thought a poet's friend diſgrace, 
The following trifles I bequeathe, 
And leave them with my kindeſt breath ; 
Nor will I burden them with payment 

Of debts incurr'd, or coffin raiment, 

As yet 'twas never my intent 

| Ta paſs an Iriſh compliment: 


" HILE ſober folks, in humble proſe, 
Eſtate, and goods, and gear diſpoſe, 


1 


| To Jamie RAE *, who oft jocoſus 

With me partook of cheering doſes, 

[7 leave my $XUFF-BOxX to regale 

His ſenſes after drowſy meal, 

And wake remembrance of a friend 
EWho lov'd him to his latter end: 
But if this pledge ſhou'd make ee 
: And argue like memento mori, 

[He may bequeath't *mong ſtubborn bis 
| To all the finer feelings callous, | 
[Who think that parting breath's a ſneeze 


1 [To ſet ſenſations all at eaſe, 


| To Ouirnanr +, my friend, I legate 
[Thoſe ſcrolls poetic which he may get, 
Wi ample freedom to correct 

[Thoſe writs I n&er could retroſpect, 

With power to him and his ſucceſſion 
[To print and ſell a new impreſſion : : 

And here I fix on O/iar's Head 

A domicile for Doric reed, 

with as much power ad Muſe bona 

As I in propria perſona. | 


To Hamirrox * I give the taſk 
Outſtanding debts to crave and aſk ; 
CE N 2 


15 


And | 


1 F Late Bookſeller i in Edinburgh. 


Fa Solicitors at "i and the - Poet 8 intimate friends, 
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And that my Muſe he may not dub ill, 
For loading him with ſo much trouble, 
My debts I leave him /ingulatim, 
As they are moſtly deſperatim. 
To Woops, whoſe genius can provoke 
His paſſions to the bowl or ſock, 
For love to thee, and to the nine, 
Be my immortal Shakeſpeare thine : 
Here may you through the alleys turn, 
Where Falſtaff laughs, where heroes mourn, 
And boldly catch the glowing fire 
That dwells i in raptures on his lyre. 


Now at my dirge (if dirge there be 1} 
Due to the Muſe and poetry, 
Let HuTcnisox * attend, for none is 
More fit to guide the ceremonies; _ 
As I in health with him would often 
This clay-built manſion waſh and ſoften, 
So let my friends with him partake 
The gen'rous wine at dirge or wake, — 


And 1 conſent to regiſtration 
Ok this my will for preſervation, 
That patent it may be, and ſeen 

In WaLTER'sS Weekly Magazine. 


 WitnelsM 
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RT, * A Tavern-keeper. 
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| Witneſs whereof, theſe preſents wrote are 
By William Blair, the public notar, 
And for the tremor of my hand, 

Are ſignꝰd by him at my command. 

| R. F. + bir Mark. 


CODICILE to Ros. Fexcussox's Loft iii. 


} HEREAS, by teſt'ment, dated Hank, 
Inroll'd in the poetic rank, 

| Midſt brighter themes that we: kly come 

| To make parade at Malter“, Drum, ET 

] I there, for certain weighty cauſes, 
produc'd ſome kind bequeathing clauſes, 
And left to friends (as 'tis the cuſtom 

Witb nothing till our death to truſt em) 
Some tokens of a pure reg ard 

| From one who liv'd and died a Bard. 


| If poverty has any crime in 

[Teaching mankind the art of rhiming, 
Then, by theſe preſents, know all mortals 
Who come within the Muſe's portals, 
That I approve my will aforeſaid, 

But think that ſomething might be more ſaid, 
And only now would humbly ſcek | 
The liberty to add and eik 
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„ 
To teſt' ment which already made is, 
And duly regiſter'd, as ſaid is. 


To Tulroen *, who, in kind compaſſion, 


Departed from the common faſhion, 
And gave to me, who never paid it, 
Two flaſks of port upon my credit; 
I leave the FLAsKs as full of air 

As his of ruddy moiſture were; 
Nor let him to complain begin, 
He'll get no more ot cat than ſkin. 


To WALTER Ruppinan, whoſe pen 
Still ſcreen'd me from the Dunce's Den, 
I leave of nE a picture, faving 
To him the freedom of engraving 
Therefrom a copy, to embelliſh, 

And give his work a ſmarter reliſh ; 

For prints and frontiſpieces bind do 

Our eyes to ſtationary window, 

As ſuperfluities in cloaths . 

Set off and fignalize the beaux; 

Not that I think in readers eyes 

My viſage will be deem'd a prize; 
But works that oTHERs would out-rival, 
At glaring copperplates connive all; 

And prints do well with him that led i is 
To ſhun the ſubſtance, hunt the ſhadows ; 


"IE 


— g : a 5 . 


* A wine merchant, 
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For if a picture, 'tis enough, 


4 This ſcheme ot copperplates to alter, 
| Since others at the ſamen prices 


| | Diſperſing ot the burial letters, 


That PETER ſhall be ever ſparing 

f To make, as uſe is, the demand 
| For letters that may come to hand, 
| To me addreſs'd, while /ocum tenens 
N Of earth and of corporeal penance 3 by 


| His legacy is void and null. 


| | On which I lean for Epitaph. 


| Fa know I had a learned friend, 


„ 


A Newrox or a Jamie Duff *, 
Nor would I recommend to WarLTir, S 


| Propoſe to give a diſh that nice is, 
Folks will deſert his ordinary, 
| Unleſs, like theirs, his diſhes vary. 


To WiLLlAmsoN +, and his reſetters, | 


That they may pals with little coft 
Fleet on the wings of Penny · Poſt; 
Always providing and declaring, 


Where, if he fail, it is my will, 


Let honeſt GarrexLaw t he the ſtaff 
And that the Muſes at my end 


Whate'er 


— was wo... od 


"B.A Fool who attends at Funerals, 
+ The Penny Poſt-maſter. 
-T. An excellent claſſical Scholar. 


Whate'er of character he's ſeen 
In me thro' humour or chagrin, 


J crave his genius may narrate in 


The ſtrength of Ciceronian Latin. 


ResERvinG to myſelf the pow'r 


7 To alter this at lateſt hour, 

Cum privilegio revocare, : 
Without afligning ratio quare: 
And 1 (as in the will before did) 
Conſent this deed ſhall be recorded s : 


In teſtimonium cujus rei, 


Theſe FRONT, are : Gellyer'd by 


K. FERGUS80x 


END OF PART FIRS1, 


PART SECOND. 
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"FART 1 


AN E TH 9D E. 


Was 4 ening whan the ſprected gondſpink 


1 : ſang, | 
b Whan new-fa'en dew in blobs « 0?  chryſtal hang; 3 


Than Will and ue thought ey: d wrought 4 


eneugh, . 

ö And loos' d cheir "I's toll önnen frac the pleugh: 
| Before they ca'd their beaſts unto the town, 

The lads to draw their breath een ſat them down : : 
To the ſtiff ſturdy aik they lean their backs, 
| While honeſt Sandy thus begins the cracks. 
| RD SAND TE. 


Aince 1 could hear the layerock's Curill-tun? d 
throat, 
And liſten to the clattering cowdfpink's note ; 1 


| Aince I could whiſtle cantily as they, 
To owſen, as they till'd my ruggit clay; OY 
4 VVV But 
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SBGWin that I thrave ſae ill, in troth I fancy, 
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But now I wou'd as leive maiſt lend my lugs 
To tuneleſs puddocks croaking i' the bogs ; 
1 ſigh at hame, a-field am dowie too, 
: To ſow! a tune I'Il never crook my mou. 
WILLIE. 
Foul fa me gif your bridal had na been 
Nae langer bygane than fin Hallow-e'en, 
I cou'd hae telPd you but a warlock's art, 
That ſome daft e in e had ſtow'n your 
heart; 5 
Our beaſties here will take their e*ening pluck, 
An' now lin Jock's gane hame the byres to muri, 
Fain would I houp my friend will be incln'd 1 
Jo gie me a' the ſecrets o' his mind: _ 1 
Heh! Sandie, lad, what dool's come owr ye nom, | 
That you to whiſtle ne'er will crook Jour mou. 
„ AY DI E. 

Ah! Willie, Willie, L may date my wae 
Frae what beted me on my bridal day; 
Sair may J rue the hour in which our hands 
Were knit thegither in the haly bands; _ 


Some fiend or fairy, nae ſae very chancy, 
Has driven me, by pauky wiles uncommon, 
| To wed this fliting fury of a woman. 

Fi r 
All Sandie, aften hae 1 heard you tell, 
Amang the laſſes a' ſhe bure the bell; 


„ 
And ſay, the modeſt glances o' her ein 
Far dang the brighteſt beauties o' the green; 
Vou ca'd her ay ſae innocent, ſae young. 
I thought ſhe kent na how to uſe her tongue. 
| S AN DTE. 
Before I married her, Pll tak my aith, 
| Her tongue was never louder than her breath; 
; But now it's turn'd ſae ſouple and ſae bauld, 
| That Job himſell could ſcarcely thole the ſcauld. 
| WILLIE 
Lat her yelp on, be you as calm's a moute, 
Nor lat your whiſht be heard into the houſe ; 
Do what ſhe can, or be as loud's ſhe pleaſe, 
Ne'er mind her flytes, but ſet your heart at eaſe, 
dit down and blaw your pipe, nor fauſh your thumb, 
An' there's my hand ſhe'l] tire, and ſoon ſing dumb; 
Sooner ſhou'd Winter's cald confine the ſea, 
An' lat the ſma'eſt on our burns rin free; 
Sooner at Yule-day ſhall the birk be dreſt, 
Or birds in ſapleſs buſſes big their neſt, 
Bzfore a tonguey woman's noiſy plea 
blou'd ever be a cauſe to danton me. 
| 8 ANDIE 
| Weel cowd I this abide, but oh! I fear | 
ſoon be twin'd o a my warldly gear; 
ly kirnſtaff now ſtands gizzen'd at the door, 
ly cheeſe · rack toom that ne' er was toom before; 3 
y ky may now rin rowtin to the hill, 
Acad on the naked yird their milkneſs ſpill ; 
: O 2 


ur 


L 
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She ſeenil lays her hand upan a turn, 
Neglects the kebbuck, and forgets the kirn ; 
I vow my hair-mould milk would poiſon dogs, 
As it ſtands lapper'd in the dirty cogs. 


| Before the ſeed I ſel'd my ferra cow, 

An wi' the profit coft a ſtane 0? woo' : 

I thought, by priggin, that ſhe re has ſon 

A plaidie, light, to ſcreen me frae the ſun ; | 

But tho! the ſiller's ſcant, the cleedin dear, 

She has na ca'd about a wheel the year. 

L Laſt ouk but ane I was frae hame a day, 
Buying a threave or twa o' bedding ſtrae: 

O' ilka thing the woman had her will, 

1 Had fouth o' meal to bake, and hens to "i W's 
But hyn awa' to E'inbrough ſcoured ſhe 
To: get a making o her fav? rite tee; 

. And” cause I left her na the weary link,” 

She Paw md the very trunchers frae my bink. 

WILLIE. 

5 Her tea ! 1 akl wae betide ſic coſtly gear, 

Or them that ever wad the price o't ſpear. 
Sin my auld gutcher firſt the warld knew, = 
Fouk had na fund the Indies whare it grew. 

I mind myſell, it's nae ſae lang ſin ſyne, 
Whan Auntie Marion did her ſtamack tyne, 
That Davs our gard'ner came frae Appie-bogs 

An' ou her tea to tak by way 0' qrog. 

8 A N D I. 
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SAN DIE, 

Whan ilka herd for cauld his fingers rubs, 

E An' cakes o' ice are feen upo' the dubs ; oy 

| At morning, whan frac pleugh or fauld 1 Ges. | 

Io ſee a bra” reek riſing frae my lum, 

FA ablins think to get a rantin blaze, 

To fley the froſt awa', and toaſt my taes ; 

But whan I ſhoot my noſe in, ten to ane 

If I weelfardly ſee my ane hearthſtane *. 

ohe round the ingle wi' her gimmers ſits, 

ICrammin their gabbies wi her niceſt bits, 

nile the gudeman out-by maun fill his crap 

Trae the milk coggie, or the ane r 

| . 

Sandy, gif this were ony common plea, 

; ſhouw'd the lealeſt o' my counſel gie; 

Wat mak or meddle betwixt man an' wiſe, 

Ps what I never did in a my life. 

les wearin on now to the tail o' May, 

bay juſt between the beer- ſeed and the hay ; ; 

p5 ang! s an orrow morning may be ſpar'd, 

Ptap your wa's eaſt the haugh, an' tell the laird ; 

Tor he's a man weel vers'd 1 in a' the laws, 

Nens baith their outs an” ins, their cracks an? 

6 flaws, +: - ns 
"Th ay right gleg, 1 things are out o' joint, 

fir ſattlin 0a nice or kittle 885 
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But yonder's Jock, he'll ca' your owſen hame, 
And cak thir tidings to your thrawart dame, 
That ye're awa' ae peacefn? meal to prie, 
An' tak your ſupper kail or ſow'ns wi' me. 


The it 
An' a 
$ wyth 
/ n' 0! 
Blyth 
/ n' il 
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AN ECLOGUE, q 
Nu, 


To the Memory of Dr Wr Wruxit, late Þr 3 
uſt th 
Jelſor of Natural P ben in the Univerſity if i f et 
Andrew's 1 f 7 : 


'GEORD E AND. DAVIE. 


'GEORD I E. 

) LAW fait, my reed, and kindly to my maen, 

Weel may ye thole a ſaft an' dowie rain; 
"Nas mair to you ſhall ſhepherds i ina rings 
Wi' blythneſs {kip, or laſſes lilt an' ling; 3 
Sic ſorrow now maun ſadden ilka eie, 
An ilka waefu' ſhepherd nes. wWi' me. 
„5 . 

"Wharefor begin a ſad an' dowie ſtrain, 
Or baniſh lilting frae the Fifan plain? 
Tho' ſimmer's gane, an' we nae langer view 
The blades o' claver wat wi' pearls 0? dew. 
Cauld Winter's bleakeſt blaſts we'll cithly cowr, 
Our eldin's driven, an' our har'ſt is owr; 
Our rucks fu? thick are ſtackit i the yard, 
For the 7, ule- Seaft a ſautit mart's prepar'd; 


Cr 


7-484: 3 
mn ingle-nook ſupplies the ſimmer fields, 
Au aft as mony gleefu' maments yields. 
Swyth man! fling a' your lleepy ſprings awa', 
An' on your canty whiſtle gies a blaw : 
N I trow, maun lighten ilka eie, 
An; ilka canty callant. ing like me. 
7 I Na, nal a canty 1 wad now impart 
Tut threefald ſorrow to my heavy heart. 


th 


Tot to the aweet my ripen'd aits had fawn, 

br lhake- winds owr my rigs wi' pith had N 

bo this I cou'd hae ſaid, & ] carena by,” 

lor fund occalion now my cheeks to dry. 

froſſes like thae, or lake o' warld's gear, N 

re naething whan we tyne a friend that's dear. 

In! waes me for you, //illie ! mony a day 

| id I wi? you on yon broom-thackit brae 

found aff my ſheep, an' lat them careleſs gang 

(0 harken to your cheary tale or ſang ; 

kngs that for ay, on Caledonia's ſtrand, 

ball fit the foremoſt *mang her tunefu' band. 

[1 dreamt yeſtreen his deadly avraith I ſaw 

ang by my ein as white's the driven ſnaw ; 

j colley, Ringie, youf'd an' yowr'd a' night, 
Ppur'd an' crap near me in an unco fright, 

vt; vaken'd fley'd, an' ſhook baith lith an' limb; 

cauldneſs took me, an' my fight grew dim ; . 

kent that it forſpak approachin' wae 

hen my poor dogg gie was diſturbit ſae. 


* — 
— — — 
— —— —  —  — —  —  — — — 


It Nae 


While bonny /ambies lick the dews of ſpring, 


( 12 ) 
Nae ſooner did the day begin to dawn, 
Than I beyont the know fu” ſpeedy ran, 
Whare I was keppit wi? the heavy tale 
- That ſets ilk dowie ſangſter to bewail. 
bs --DAVIE. 

An' wha on Fifan bents can weel refuſe 
To gie the tear o tribute to his Muſe !— 
Fareweel ilk cheery ſpring, ilk canty note, 
Be daffin an' ilk idle play forgot ; | : 
Bring, ilka herd, the mournfu', mournſu? boughsſf 1 
Noſemary ſad, and ever dreary yews; 
Thae lat be ſteepit i“ the ſaut, ſaut tear, 

To weet wi' hallow'd draps his ſacred bier, 
Whaſe ſangs will ay in Scotland be rever'd, 
While fow-gawn ow/en turn the flow'ry ſwaird; 


While gaudjmen whiſtle, or while birdzes ling. 
*'GEQRDTIE. -. 


»Twas na for weel tim'd verſe or ſangs alane 
He bore the bell frae ilka ſhepherd ſwain. 
Nature to him had gi'en a kindly lore, 
Deep a? her myſtic ferlzes to explore: 

For a' her ſecret workings he could gie 

| Reaſons that wi' her principles agree. 

Ve ſaw yourſel how weel his ailin' thrave, 

85 Ay better faugh'd an' ſnodit than the lave; 
Lang had the hies an' the dockans been " "mY 
In uſe to wag their taps upo' the green, 5 


ha 


VVV 

Whare now his bonny rigs delight the view, 
gn thriving hed ges drink the caller dew *. 

a -- + WAVE: 

b | They tell me, Geordie, he had fic a giſt, 
What ſcarce a ſtarnie blinkic frae the lift, 

But he wou'd ſome auld warld name for't find, 
[As gart him keep it freſhly in his mind: 

For this ſome ca'd him an uncanny wight; 


1 Ntale that never fail'd to be the pride 
e grannies ſpinnin' at the ingle- ſide. 


GEO RD IE. | 
| But now he's gane, an' Fame that, whan alive, 
Genil lats ony o' her vot'ries thrive, 
Will frae his ſhinin name a' motes withdraw, | 
nd on her loudeſt trump his praiſes blaw. 
Lang may his ſacred banes untroubled reſt! 
Lang may his truff in gowans gay be dreſt! 
Ccholars and bards unheard of yet ſhall come, 
And ſtamp memorials on his graſſy tomb, | 
Which in yon antient kirk-yard ſhall remain, 
pan'd as che urn that Bag the MaxTuan ſwain. | 


e 


7 > ELEGY, 


* Dr Wilkie 4 4 4 Ke near St Andrew” Sy 00 
x b/ich he made remarkable improvements. 


Wha 


The claſh gaed round, < he had the ſecond ght; 
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ELEGY, 


On the Death of Mr Davin Grecory, late Prof: 74 
of Mathematics in the Univerſity of St Andrew's, 


: N mourn, ye college maſters a“! 
An' frae your ein a tear let fa > 

Fam'd GRrEGoRy death has ta'en awa' 

| x Without remeid ; 

| The faith ye've met wi's nae that ſen? , 

> 5 Sin Gregory's dead. 


The findents too will miſs him fair, 
'To ſchool them weel his eident care, 
Now they may mourn for ever mair, 

| They hae great need; 

They'll hip the maiſt fek o' their lear, 
Sin Gregory? 8 dead. 


He could, by Euclid, prove lang fine 
A ganging point compos'd a line; 


By numbers too he cou'd divine, 
Wan he did read, 


That three times three juſt made up nine; 


But now he” 8 dead. 


In 1 weel kid he Was, 
An' kent fu? weel proportion's laws z 
>, He cou d mak clear baith B's and A's 
5 wy his os head; 


© Sae 


[The 


Gres 
Tor 


He'l 


* 
mm owr ſurd roots but cracks or aws; : 
; But now he's dead. 


; Weel vers'd was he in architecture, 
An' kent the nature of the ſechr, 

þ Upo' — globes he weel cou'd lecture, 
ö An' gar's tak heed; 

i O' geometry he was the Hector: 

1 But now he's dead. 


dae weel's he'd fley the ſtudents a”, 
| Whan they were ſkelpin' at the ba”, 
They took leg-bail, an' ran awa” 

E Wi' pith an' ſpeed ; 
| We winna get a | ſport 1 
Sin a, aol 8 dead. 


Great caſion hae we a to weep, 
An' cleed our ſkins in mourninꝰ deep, 
for Gregory death will fairly keep 
To tak his nap 3 
el till che reſurreQion ſleep 
| As dn a tap. 
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THE DAFT DAYS. 


ow mirk December's. dowie face 


Glowrs owr the rigs wi' ſour grimace, | 


While, thro? his inimum o' ſpace, 
1 The bleer-ey'd ſun, 

wi blinkin light and ſtealing pace, 

His race doth run. 


Frae naked groves nae birdie ſings, 
To ſhepherd's pipe nae hillock rings, 
The breeze nae od'rous flavour brings 

| Frae Borean cave, 
And dwynin Nature droops her wings, 
Wy viſage grave, : 


Mankind but ſcanty pleaſure glean 
Frae ſnawy hill or barren plain, 
. Whan Winter, *midſt his nipping train, 
5 Wi' frozen ſpear, 
; Sends driſt owr a his bleak domain, . 
And guides the weir. 


; Auld Reikic 1 ! thou! rt the canty hole, 
A bield for mony a cauldrife ſoul; 


Wha ſnugly at thine ingle loll, 15 
| Baith warm and couth ; 3: 


_ mY While round they gar the bicker roll, 


10 weet their mouth. 


n 


(, 17 ) 


han merry Yr ale-day comes, I trow, 
E You'll ſcantlins fin? a hungry mou; 
| Sma” are our cares, our ſtamacks fou 


O' guſty gear, 


An kickſhaws, ſtrangers to our view 


Sin Fairn-year. 


Ve browſter wives, 1 now buſk 8 ME 
An fling your ſorrows far awa” 
N Nen come an” gie's the tither blew 


O* err b. ale, 


N Mair precious than the well o' Spa, 


Our hearts to heal. 


; Then, tho? at odds wi 4 the warl, 
Amang ourſels we'll never quarrel ; 
i Tho! Diſcord gie a canker'd ſnarl 


To ſpoil our glee, 


| As ED 5 chere pith into the barrel 


We'll drink an res. 


| Fidlers, your pins | in temper fix, 
And roſet weel your fiddle- ſticks, | 
| But baniſh vile Italian tricks 


Frae out your quorum, 


| Nor Fortes wi ' pianos mix, | 
Sie's Tulloch-Gorum. 


For nonghe can leer the heart ſae weil 


ok can a canty Highland reel, 
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| It even viviſies he heel 


To ſkip and dance: - 


: Lifeleſs i is he wha canna feel 


Its influence. 


Let mirth abound, let ſocial eager 
Inveſt the dawning of the year; 


Let blitheſome i innocence appear 
To crown our joy, 


Nor Envy, 5 ſarcaſtic ſneer, 


Our bliſs deſtroy. 


104 thou: great god of Agua Vite ! 
Wa ſways the empire o' this city, 
| When fou we're : ſometimes capernoity, | 


Be thou prepar'd 


: To hedge us frae that black banditti, 


The . | 


THE KING's BIRTH- DAY IN EDIN 


BUR GH. 


i 05 / nal. Jos burh fait, f ets vidi ifſes, 
| Ferzno-NMinniu 


| 1 SING the 455 ſae 50 ſung, | 


Wi' which our lugs hae yearly rung, 


1 In whaſe loud praiſe the Muſe has dung 


A kind o' print; 


| But. wow | ! the limmer's fairly flung ; 


There” 8  nactbing i in't. 


( 19 ) 


2 fain to think the joys the ſame 

In London town as here at hame, 
PWhare fouk o' ilka age and name, 
Baith blind an cripple, 
2 e aft, O iy for ſhame! 

| To drink an' tipple. 


0 b bis kind, an? Anna faſh us 
To flee awa' beyont Parnaſſus, 
Nor ſee k for Helicon to waſh us, 


That heath'niſſi ſpring ; S 


bro Highland whiſky ſcour our hawſes, 
] e gar us ſing. 


Pezin then, 4 ye' ve drunk you're fill, 
You woudna hae the tither gill? 

You'll truſt me, mair would do you ill, 
An' ding you doiter : "i 
bat 'twould be fair againſt my will 
To hae the wyte o 8 


N 
Ping FER how, on the forth of June, | 

Our bells ſereed aff a loyal tune, 

Our ancient caſtle ſhoots at noon, 

Wi' flag-ſtaff buſkit, 

Frae which the ſoger blades come down 


NIA 


Oh villawins! 1 Mons Me, for you, | 


To cock their muſket. 


[Twas firing crack'd thy muckle mou; 


What 


( 220 ) 


: What black miſhanter gart ye ſpew 
Baith gut and ga' ? 
I fear they bang'd thy belly fu” 

Againſt the law. 


Right ſcenil am I gi'en to bannin, _ 
But, by my ſaul, ye was a cannon, 

Cou's hit a man had he been ſtannin 
| In ſhire o' Fife, 


Sax lang Scots miles ayont Claclmannan, 
An' tak his life. 


he hills in terror wou'd cry out, | 

An' echo to thy dinſome rout; 

; The herds wou'd gather in their nowt, 
That glowr'd wr wonder, 


I Haſlins afley'd to bide thereout | 
| To hear thy thunder. 5 


5 Sing likewiſe, Mule, how blue-gown bodies; 
Like ſcar-craws new ta' en down frae woodies, 
. Come here to caſt their clouted duddies, 


An get their pay: 


= Than them what magiſtrate mair REY is 


On king's birth- voy 5 


| I On this great day the city-guard, 


In military art weel lear'd, 
Wi' powder'd | pow an' ſhaven beard, | 
Gang thro? their fonions 


( 1219 | 
| By hoſtile cable feldom ſpar d 
| O' clarty unctions. 
O /eldiers! for your ain dear ſakes, 
| For Scotland's, alias Land of Cakes, 
| Gie not her bairns ſic deadly pakes, 
| Nor be ſae rude, 
Wi' firelock or Lochaber aix, 
| As ſpill their blude. 
Now round an' round the ſerpents whiz, 
wi hiſſing wrath and angry phiz; _ 
| Sometimes they catch a gentle gizz, 
| Alack-a-day ! 
| An' finge wi' hazr-devouring bizz, 


Its curls away. 


|Show'd thy owner patiently keek round, 

o view the nature o' his wound, 

Dead puff e, draggled thro? the pond, 
Tak him 2 lounder, 

[Whilk lays his honour on the ground 


As flat SA Founder. : 


The Muſe 1 maun alſo now implore 

Auld wives to ſteek ilk hole an' bore; 

If baudrins flip but to the door, | 
F fear, I fear, 

he'll nae lang ſhank upo? all four 

By N This time o' year, 


Q- en.» 
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Neiſt 47 ilk hero tells his news, | | 1 
O' crackit crowns and broken brows, | | T 
An' deeds that here forbid the Muſe 5 N 
| Her theme to ſwell, | 
Or time mair precious wa 'T 


Their crimes to tell, 


| She'll rather to the fields reſort, 1 | At 
Whare muſic gars the day ſeem ſhort, IF Se 
LY Whare doggies play, and lambies ſport, ; Th 


On gowany braes, 
Whare peerleſs Fancy hads her court, 
And tunes her lays. 


CALLER OYST ERS. ö 


Haßpy the man ab, free from care and 2 
In ſilken or in leathern purſe retains _ 
A ſplendid ſhilling. He nor hears with pain - 

New 1 4 nor Agbs for chearful ale. 


Puirriee. 


The 


As e. 


' the waters that can hobble 
: 3% fiſhing yole or ſa'mon coble, nl Ther 
An' can reward the fiſher's trouble, | 
Or ſouth or north, 
There's 5 nane ſae ſpacious an' ſae noble 
: . As Frith 0 Forth, e WI 
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| in her the ſkate an' codlin ſail, 

f The eel fu' ſouple wags her tail, 

; Wi' 8 fleuk, and mackarel, 

; An' whitens dainty : 
; Their ſpindle: ſhanks the labſters trail, 
Wi' partans plenty. 


Avid Run's ſons blithe faces wear 
| September's merry month is near, 

| That brings in Neptune's caller cheer, 
New oyſters freſh : 
vie haleſomeR and niceſt gear 

©. I fiſh or fleſh. 


0! then 3 gie 2 

Tor dand'ring mountebank or quack, 

Wha o' their drogs ſac baldly crack, 

„„ ſpred ſic notions, 

fu gar their feckleſs patients tak 
Their ſtinkin potions. 


Come prie, frail aw for gin thou art ſic te 
The oyſter is a rare cathartic, 

Ps ever doctor patient gart lick 

JI0 cure his ails; 

ſbether you hae the head or heart-ake, 
It ay prevails, 


172. 


e tiplers, open a' your poſes, 
e wha are faſh'd wi' plucky noſes, 
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a 
55 Fling owr your craig ſufficient doſes, 
You'll thole a hunder, 


. fleg awa? your ſimmer roſes, _ 
An' naething under. 


Whan big 8 the gutters rin, | 
Gin ye hae catcht a droukit ſkin, 
To Luckie Midalemiſt's s loup in, 
5 | An' fit fuꝰ ſnug 
Owr oyſters an' a dram o gin, 
Or haddock lug. 


There we . wi' hearty fock 
| Io birle our bodles, 
8 An' get wharevi to crack our joke, 
An' clear our noddles. 


_ Whan Phcebus did his windocks ſteck, 
How aften at that ige cheek 
1 Did 1 my froſty fingers beek, 1 55 
1 „„ 1 fare! 
| [ | It trow there Was na hame to ſeek 
11 Whan ſteghin there. | 


| While glakit fools, owr rife oi caſh, 

| Pamper their weyms wi” fouſom traſh, 

; I think-a chiel may gayly paſs; 
He's nae ill boden 


That ak his gab wi! oyſter ſauce, 
7 An hen weel ſoden. 


Sa Whan : auld Saunt Giles, at aught © clock, | 
Gars merchant lowns their ſhopies lock, — 


(188 


At Muſolbrough, an' eke Newbowes, - 
The fiſher-wives will get top livin, 

| Whan /ads gang out on Sundays? even 
| To treat their joes, 
An' tak o' fat pandors a prieven, 
Ts, Or muſſel broſe. 


| Than ſometimes, *ere they flit their doup, 
| They'll ablins a' their % ler coup 
For liquor wa frae cutty ſoup, | 
FE To weet their wizzen, 
A- fallow owr a dainty ſoup, 
For tear they gizzen. 


| * ye wha canna ſtaun fac ſicker, 


han twice you've toom'd the big-ars'd bicker, 


| Mix caller oyſters wi' your liquor, 
1 An' I'm m your debtor, 
| If greedy prief or drowthy vicar 

Will thole it better. 


_— ”>— > > my — 


BRAID CLAITH. 


2 whi are ſain to has your name 
Wrote i' the bonny book o' Fame, 


| [Let Merit nae pretenſion claim 

To laurel'd wreath, 
bat hap ye weel, baith back an' wame, 
In gude nid Claith. 


— —— — 
ä — — — — = Derg — 


Dr 
>> — a 203 — — — 
= Os ie < —— 


mp — 


— — 
— ̃ — —— 
- — (:2[ ͥͤͤäwʒ2———— 

—— — — — 


5 8 ? _ 
1 — — ——U—U—p —— — 


— 


3 — a ä — — — Þ 
nn IN — — —— 2 - 
1 PL — L ” — = * 
— — er ere ens < —— og - _ FRED — — 


— — — —— 


16) 


He that ſome ells o' this may fa', 
An' ſlae-black hat on pow like ſnaw, 
Bids bauld to bear the 'gree awa', 
e Wi' a this graith, 
Whan bienly clad wi? ſhell fu' braw 
g O' gude Braid Claith. 


: Waeſuck for him wha has na feck o't 1 
For he's a gowk they're ſure to geck at, wy 
125 — that ne'er will be reſpekit, _ 

= While he draws breath, | 


Til his four quarters are bedeckt 
Wi gude Braid Claith, 


On Sabbith-days the barber bark; 

Whan he has done wi' ſcrapin wark, 

| wr filler broachie i in his fark, 

| eo Gangs trigly, faith! | 

Ort to the Meadow, or the Park, _ 
„ gude Braid Claith. 


Weel might ye trow, to ſee them there, 
That they to have your haffits bare, 
f Or cur] an' ſleek a pickle hair, 
Would be right laith, 
- Whan pacing wi? a gawſy air 
In 5 Braid Claith, 


If ony mettl'd ſtirrab green = 
For favour ſrae a lady's een, 


ä 


He maunna care for beinꝰ ſeen 

[- | Before he ſheath 

His body i in a ſcabbard clean 

| | "0 gude Braid Claith, 


| For, gin he come wi” coat thread- bare, 
A feg for him ſhe winna care, 
| But crook her bonny mou? fu? ſair, 


ö And ſcald him baith : 
| Nobert ſhou'd ay their travel ſpare 
| # Rm Braid Claith. 


| Braid Claith lends fock an unco heeſe,” 

| Makes mony kail-worms butterflies, 

| Gies mony a doctor his degrees 

| For little ſkaith : 

| i ſhort, you may be what you pleaſe 

| 7 2 0 gude Braid Claith. 


For thof + ye had as wiſe a ſnout on 
As Shakeſpeare or Sir Iſaac Newton, 


I'll tak my aith, 
Till they cou'd ſee ye wi' a ſuit on 
O? oe: eng Claith, 


* 


Fr, 


Jour judgment fouk would hae a doubt on, 


ELEGY. 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH oF SCOT's 


Mark it, Ceſario it is old and plain, 5 oa ce 
The ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, | | 
And the free maids that weave their thread ares benen 
Do uſe to chant it. We 
: SHAKESPEARE? g Turrrra Nichr. 


N Scotia's plains; 1n days of yore, 
1'8 When lads and laſſes Tartan wore, 
1 satt _—_— rang on ilka ſhore, 
| In hamely weid; 

Bur Harmony i is now no more, 
And Maſſe dead. 


1 "ns the feather'd choir would wing, 
Sae bonnily ſhe wont to ſing, | 
0 And fleely wake the ſleeping ſtring, 

. I heir ſang to lead, 

- Sweet as the zephyrs o' the ſpring; _ 

To But now ſhe's dead. 


> Mama ina nymph and ilka ſwain, 
IIk ſunny hill and dowie glen ; 

Let weeping ſtreams and Naiads drain 

1 . Their fountain head; 
Let Echo ſwell the dolefu? ſtrain, 


Sin Muſic 8 dead. 
What 
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Uran the ſaft vernal breezes ca 

Ahe grey-hair'd Winter's fogs awa', 

; Kacbody than is heard to blaw, 

| Near hill or mead, 


( a chaunter, or on aiten ſtraw, 
Sin muſic's dead. 


ae laſſes now, on ſimmer aui, 

ilk lilt at bleaching o' their clacs 

Ne herds cn Yarrow's bonny draes, 

Or banks o' Taveed, 
delight to . their hameil lays, 


Sin mulic” 8 dead. 


F clomin now the dae dumb, 
Than weary owſen hame ward come; 
as ſweetly as it wont to bum, 


ö And Pibrachs lereed; 3 
Je never hear its we irlike hum, 


For muſic? 8 21 


lacgibbon's gane: Ah! waes my heart! | 
Lie man in muſic maiſt expert, 

Tha cou'd ſweet melody impart, . 

| And tune the reed, 
I 'kic a flee and pawky art; 5 

| | But now 7 he $ dead. 


| carline now may grunt YT grane, 
k bonny lafſie make great mane, 
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Sin he s awa, j trow there's nane 
Can fill his ſtead; 


The blytheſt ſangſter on the plain, 
Alack, is dead ! 4 


Now foreign ſonnets bear the gree, 
And crabbit queer variety 

O' ſounds freſh "w_ frae Italy, 

A baſtard breed! 5 

Unlike that x af-tongu?d melody _ 


Cou'd lar? TOS at the W day, 
Cou'd linties chirming frae the ſpray, 
or todlin g burns that ſmoothly play 
VVV goween beds. 
Compare wi” ” Birks of Indermay Rs 
| But now they'r re dead 


0 ScorLany! that BER © yenee afford 
To bang the pith o' Roman ſword, 
| Winna your ſons, wi' joint accord, 
| To battle ſpeed, 
And Gght of Moc be reſtor'd, _ 
Whilk now lies dead 


Wa nom lies dead. | 
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Ar Hallowmas, whan dos grow lang, 
1 And /farmes ſhine fu? clear, 

| than fock, the nippin cauld to bang, 
Their winter hap-warms wear; 

fear Edinbrough a fair there hads, 

I wat there's nane whaſe name is, 

bor ſtrappin dames and ſturdy lads, 

| | And we and ES mair famous 

Than i it that day. 


po the tap 0? ilka law: 
| The ſun began to keek, 
Ind bad the trig-made maidens come 
A ſightly joe to ſeek | 
lt Hullowsfair, whare browiters rare 
| Keep gude ale on the gantries, 
Ind dinna ſerimp ye o' a ſkair 
| 0p kebbucks frac their paatries 
| Fu' ſaut that day. 


ere country John in bannet blue, 
An' eke his Sunday's claes on, 
ins after Meg wi” rokelay new, 
An' ſappy kiſſes lays on; 

e' tauntin ſay, Ye filly abt * 
be o' your gab mair ſparia ; 
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An' ſpae- wives ſenzying to be dumb, 


Hero 13 cries, frac Aberdeen, 
ee The braweſt han that e' er were ſeen 
« 1 wyt they are as protty hoſe 


e Here tak a rug, an' ſhaw's your pole ; 


| Ye wives, as ye gang thee! the fair, 
O' a“ thir wylie lowns beware, 


For fairn- year Meg Thamſon got, 
PFrae thir miſchievous villains, 
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He'll tak the hint, and crieſh her loof Wai 
wr what will buy her . 1 1 
1 To chow that hay. iS 

Here chapmen billies tel their land, The 
An' ſhaw their bonny auallies: F 
Wow, but they lie fu' gleg aff hand 4 þ 
To trick the ſilly fallows; EY AX 
Heh, Sirs ! what cairds and tinklers come, | « C 
An' ne er-do-aveel horſe-coupers, ; « 


Wi' a 8 landloupers, e 
* 0 thrive that day, 2 
Come ye to me fa need: 

« I'll fell ye cheap an' guid. 
As come frae weyr or leem: 


40 Forſeeth, my ain's but teem 
- — W.- 1 hs day. 1 


O mak your bargains hooly! 


Or fegs they will ye ſpulzie. 


A ſeaw d 
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| A ſcawꝰd bit o a penny note, 
That Joſt a ſcore o' ſhillins 
To her chat day. 


The dinlin drums 1 our ears, 

The ſerjeant ſcreechs fu' loud, 
A' gentlemen and volunteers 

« That wiſh your country gude, 

Come here to me, and I ſall gie 

« T'wa 5 an' a crown, 
« A bowl o punch tnat like the ſea 
1 Will ſoum a lang W | 

| 06; 1 eaſe this day. 


Without the cuiſſers prance and nicker, 
An' o'er the ley-rig ſcud ; _ 

In tents the carles bend the bicker, 

An' rant an' roar like wud. | 

Than there's fic yellowchin and din, 
WY wives an' wee-anes gablin, 

That ane might trow they were a-kin 
Tow the tongues at Babylon, 

| | Confus'd that Gay: 


Whan Phobus ligs i in \ Thetis lap, 
Auld Reikie gies them ſhelter, 
Whare cadgily they kiſs the cap, 
An' ca't round helter-tkelter. 
Jack Bell gaed furth to play his freaks, 
Great cauſe he had to rue it. Een 
4 5 For 
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For ſrae a ſtark Lochaber aix 
He gat a clamehewit, 

F 1 ſair that night, 


cc ; Obon!” quo? he, 60 1d "ok be 
« By ſword or bagnet ſtickit, 
«© Than hae my crown or body wr 


« Sie deadly weapons nickit.“ l 
Wy! that he gat anither ſtrax ut 
Mair weighty than before, We 
That gar'd his feckleſs body aik, To, 


An- ſpew che reikin gore, LA 
a: red that night. | 


He bs pecking on \ the cawſey lay; EE 65 
O' kicks and cuffs weel ſair'd ; | HZ 
A Highland aith the ſerjeant gae, 
* She maun pe fee our guard.“ 
Out ſpak the weirlike corporal, 
 « Pring in ta drucken ſot.” 
They trail'd him ben, an' by my faul, 
He paid his drucken grote 
e OP chat nei day. 


Gude bock, as ye come 1 the . 
Bide yont frae this black ſquad; 
There's nae ſic ſavages elſewhere 
Allow'd to wear cockade. 
Than the ſtrong lion's hungry maw, 
Or tuſk 0 Ruſlan henry 
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Frae their wanruly fellin paw 

Mair cauſe ye hae to fear 

Your death that day. 


1 wee ſoup rink di unco veel 
To had the heart aboonz; 
It's gude as lang's a canny chiel 
| Can ſtand ſteeve in his ſhoon. 
But gin a birkie's owr weel ſair'd, 
| It gars him aften ſtammer 
To pleys that bring him to the guard, 
An' eke che Council-chaumir, N 
e Wi' ſhame that pe 


mb 


ODE 10 THE BEE. 


CERDS, a tune your canty reeds, 
An' welcome to the gowany meads 

The 715 o' a' the inſet thrang, 

A ſtranger to the green ſae lang; 

Unfald ilk buſs an' ilka brier, 

The bounties o- the gleeſome year, 

To him whaſe voice delights the ſpring, 
Whaſe ſoughs the ſafteſt lumbers bring. 
The trees in ſimmer- cleething dreſt, 
The hillocks in their greeneſt veſt, 

The braweſt flow'rs rejoic'd we ſee, 
Diſcloſe their ſweets, and ca' on thee, 


Blythely 


FP. 1 . — — 
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An' dawnin breaks upo' the lift, 
Then gang your wa's thro? hight an? how, 
Seek caller haugh or ſunny I hb, 


N Whare Induſtry ſhall bid you gae, 


In winter he might fend fu' bauld, 
His eild unkend to nippin cauld, 
Vet thir, alas! are antrin fock 

That lade their ſcape wi' winter ſtock. 


Wha hope for nae comforting, ſave 


Then feeble Man, be wiſe, tak tent 
How Induſtry can fetch content: 
Behad the bees whare'er they wing, 
Or thro? the bonny bowers o ſpring, 
Whare vi'lets or whare roſes blaws ; 5 
An' filler dew-draps nightly fa”, 
Or whan on open bent they're ſeen, 
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Blythely to ſkim on wanton wing Th. 
Thro' a' the fairy haunts o' ſpring. Fra 
Whan fields hae gat their dewy gift, [ 


Or iwy'd craig, or burn-bank brac, 


For hiney, or for waxen ſtore, 

To ding ſad poortith frae the door. | 
Cou'd feckleſs creature, Man, be wiſe, 

The ſimmer. o' his life to prize, 


Auld age maiſt feckly glowrs right dour I 
Upo? the ailings o' the poor, 


That dowie diſmal houſe the grave. 


On / ether Hill or tht 21 ben ; 
| The 
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The hiney's gin as ſweet that flows 
Frae thiſtle cauld, or kendling roſe. 


Frae this the human race may learn 


Refletion's hiney'd draps to earn, 


Whether they tramp life's thorny way, 


Or thro? the ſunny vineyard ſtray, 
Inſtructive bee! attend me ill, 
Our a' my labours ſey your {kill : 
For thee ſhall hiney-ſuckles rife, 
Wi lading to your buſy thighs, | 
u' ilka ſhrub ſurround my cell, 
hareon ye like to hum an' dwell: 
My trees in bourachs owr my ground 
phall fend ye frae ilk blaſt o' wind: 
or &er ſhall herd, wi? ruthleſs ſpike, 


Delye out the treaſures frae your bike, 


but in my fence be ſafe, an' free 
[0 live, an' work, an' ſing like me. 


Like thee, by fancy wing'd, the Muſe 
cuds ear? an? heartſome owr the dews, 


fu vogie, an? fu? blythe to crap 


he winſome flow'rs frac Nature's lap, 


wining her living garlands there, 
lat lyart Time can ne'er impair. 


OY 
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ON SEEING A BUTTERFLY IN THE | . 


ST REET. 


\ AFT gowk, in macaroni dreſs, 


Are ye come here to ſhaw your face, 


Bowden wi' pride o' ſimmer gloſs, 
To caſt a daſh at Reztie's croſs : 


An' glowr at mony a twa-legg'd creature, 
Flees braw by art, tho? worms by nature 4 


Like country laird in city cleeding, 


Ve' re come to town to lear? good breeding ; ; 


To bring ilk darling toaſt an? faſhion 
In vogue amang the flie creation, 


That they, like buſkit belles an' beaus, : 
May crook their mou” fu? ſour at thoſe 


Whaſe weird is ſtill to creep, alas! 
Unnotic'd *mang the humle graſs; 
While ye, wi' wings new buſkit trim, 
Can far ſrae yird an' reptiles fł̃im; 
Newfangle grown wi” new got form, 
You ſoar aboon your mither worm. 

_ Kind Nature lent but for a day 
Her wings to mak ye ſpruſh an' gay; 
In her habuliments a while 

Ve may your former ſell beguile, 
An' ding awa' the vexing thought 
O' hourly dwyning into novght, 
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| By beenging to your foppiſh brithers, 

| Black corbies drefs'd in peacocks' feathers ; _ 
| Like thee they dander here an' there, 

wWhan ſimmer's blinks are warm an' fair, 

An' loo to ſnuff the healthy balm 

Whan E'ening ſpreads her wing ſae catm ; 
[But whan ſhe grins an' glowrs ſae dow'r 
Frae Borean houff in angry ſhow'r, 

Like thee they ſcoug frae ſtreet or field, 

Am hap them in a lyther bieldj m 
For they were never made to dree 

| The adverſe gloom o' Fortune's eie, 

Nor ever pried life's pining woes, 

Nor pu'd the prickles wi” the roſe. 

| Poor Butterfly ! thy cafe I mourn, 

[To green kail-yeard and fruits return: 

How cou'd you troke the mavis' notre 

Tor © penny pies all-piping hot?“ 

Can lintie's muſie be compar'd 

Wo gruntles frae the City Guard ? 

Or can our flow'rs at ten hours bell 

The gowan or the ſpink excell? 

Now ſhou'd our ſclates wi? hailſtanes ring, 

What cabbage-ſauld wad ſcreen your wing? 
day, fluttering fairy! wer't thy hap 
o light beneath braw Nanwy's cap, 

Wad ſhe, proud butterfly of May ! 

la pity lat you ſkaithle(s ſtay ? 
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The furies glancin frge her ein 


Th 

Wad rug your wings o' ſiller ſheen, WI 
That, wae for thee ! far, far outvy # 
Her Par1s ARTIS T's fineſt dye; Fos 
Then a' your bonny ſpraings wad fall, Na. 
An' you a worm be left to crawl. gic 
To ſic miſhanter rins the laird Wh 
Wha quats his ha? -houſe and kail-yard, on 
Grows politician, ſcours to court, | Nac 
| Whare he's the lavghing-ſtock and ſport | We 
O! MixtsTERS, wha jeer an' jibe, | Or | 
An' heeze his hopes wr thought o bribe, | On 
Till in the end they flae him bare, Thy 
Leave him to poortith, and to care. 5 | The 
Their fleetchin words owr late he ſees, | And 
He trudges hame, repines, and dies, 0 
Sic be their fa? wha dirk thir ben „ 

In blackeſt buſineſs nae their ain; . The 
An' may they ſcad their lips fu? leal, S BL 
That 9885 their __ in ge” $ 1 Is W. 
— „ 3 * 


ODE TO THE GOWDSPINE. Blyth 
In li 
In va 
The e 
That 
fall k 


RAE fields where SyRIxG her ſcents hat 


blawn 
Wi? caller verdure owr the lawn, 


The Gownsrinkx comes in new attire, | 


The braweſt *mang the whiſtling choir, 
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| That, *ere the ſun can clear his ein, 

| Wi? glib notes ſane the ſimmer's green. 

| Sure Narva herried mony a tree, 

For ſpraings and bonny ſpats to thee ; 

| Nae mair the Rainbow can impart 

| Sic glowing ferlies o' her art, 

| Whaſe pencil wrought i its freaks at will 

| On thee, the ſey-piece o her ſkill. 

| Nac mair thro? Straths in ſimmer digt 

We ſeek the Ros to bleſs our fight; 

| Or bid the bonny wa'- flowers ſprout 

On yonder Rvuin's lofty ſnout. | | 

Thy ſhinning garments far outſtrip 

The cherries upo' HEBE's lip, 

And fool the tints that Nature choſe 

To buſk and paint the crimſon roſe. 
Mang men, wae's-heart! we aften find. 

| The braweſt dreſt want peace 0? mind, 

While he that gangs wr ragged coat 

|; weel contentit wi' his lot. 


| Whan waxp wi? glewy birdlime's ſet, 
To ſteal far aff your dautit mate, 

Blyth wad ye change your Fong gay 
In lieu of lav'rock's ſober gray. 

In vain thro? woods you fair may ban 
The envious treachery of man, 

That wi? your gowdea gliſter ta'en, 

$!! hunts you on the ſimmer's plain, 


bY % — ® 8 


— > 
—— — 


2 0 En fool ED —— — —— 
— —— —_ — — ag broke * D 
D — — 2 


” er pr pe re nn OE TION > 
— _— ONES n 8 1 
0 N 2 mn 


— — — 


— 
— — 


8 Wo he - -— 
. | Innes Er oo lt ts te arg" 
Pl — — 2 —— ——— - 


r re ey a es 
— — —— nt 
— — wn —— 


- — . : — 
— r 


2.9 — —— . : 
—— os — — _— 3 n 
— — — — — — —— — — — 3 — 8 — —— - 1 
—— I—_ — = — ee — _ * — 2 _ * * 2 * £ is : 
. n * . ˙ U A I ING I , ares "EF: a G > 5 
PPT A A A Rr * * = — 8 2 * - — — — par Een a = 
— — — — — — I » g - - 
- — 2 1 1 g '- res _—_ * — — "= x 
FRE "> — — — 2 — — — — — 5 — — — 
g v 7 : 
1 * — — — 
2 — — — _ — — — — — — 
Me” g CER OTE Sn Wn 2 SEES $. -- ——k— —— — 
— - — — — as. A I - — — — — —— 8 — 
— — — — . — — 
— 2 — rw * — — 1 . ha 


( 12) 


And traps you *mang the ſadden fa's 
O' winter's dreery dreepin ſnaws. 

Now ſteekit frae the gowany field, 

Frae ilka fav'rite houff and bield, 

But mergh, alas! to diſengage 
Your bonny buik frae fettering cage, | 
Your free-born boſom beats in vain - 
For darling liberty again. 

Ia window hung, how aft we ſee 
Thee keek around at warblers free, 
That carrol ſaft, and ſweetly ſing 
Wi' a' the blytheneſs o' the ſpring? 
Like TaxTALvs they hing you here 
To ſpy the glories o' the year; 
And tho! you're at the burnie's brink, 
They douna ſuffer you to drink. 

Ah, Liberty ! thou bonny dame, 
How wildly wanton is thy ſtream, 
Round whilk the birdies a' rejoice, 

An' hail you wi' a gratefu' voice. 
The Gowdfpink chatters joyous here, MF — 
And courts wi” gleeſome ſangs his peer: 
The Mavis frae the new-bloom'd thorn. 
Begins his /zuds at eareſt morn; 
And herd lowns loupin o'er the graſs 
Needs far leſs fleetching till his laſs, 
Then paughty damſels bred at courts, 


Wha thraw their mou? 5, and take the dorts; Nor e 
"Bu | 
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| But, reft of thee, fient flee we care 
For a' that life ahint can ſpare. 

The Gowdſpink, that ſae lang has kend 
Thy happy ſweets (his wonted friend), 
Her ſad confinement ill can brook 

| In ſome dark chaumer's dowy nook : 
Tho“ Maxv's hand his nebb ſupplies, 
Unkend to hunger's painfu' cries, 
|Ev'n beauty canna chear the heart 

| Frac life, frae liberty apart; 

For now we tyne its wonted lay, 

Sae lightſome ſweet, ſae blythly gay: 
E Thus Fox runs aft a curſe can gie, 
To wyle us far frae liberty; 
Then tent her ſyren ſmiles wha «is, : 
I'll ne'er envy your GixxEI's grit; 
| For whan fair freedom ſmiles nae mair, 
| Care I for life? Shame fa? the hair; 

[A FiELD o'ergrown wi' rankeſt sTuUBBLEY, 
The effence o' a paltry bubble. 


— 


— — 1 . 


e ALLER 'W ATE R. 


HAN father Adie firſt pat ſpade in 
The bonny yeard o' antient Eden, : 
His amry had nae liquor laid in 
. To fire his mou', » 
Nor did he thole his wife s upbraidin 
For being fou. 


Bub, 
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A caller burn ob filler ſheen, 
Ran cannily out owr the green, 

And whan our Sutcher s drouth had been 
To bide right air, | 


He loutit down and drank bedeen Sis 
A dainty ſkair. | 


His bairns had a toes the flood lt 
A langer tack o*-fleſh and blood, 
5 And o on mair N ſhanks they ſtood _ Fe 

5 Than Noah's line, 55 

Wha Rill hae e been a  feckleſs brood _ 45 I. 
| Wi' e wine. 10 
The fuddlin Bardies now-a-days 5 be 
Rin mau#in-mad in Bacchus? praiſe, | 
And limp and ſtoiter thro? their lays Ti 

| 15 Anacreo tic, 1 
While ilk his ſea of wine e diſplays 5 — 
As big's the Pontie. oe 


My! Muſe will nae gae far frae hame, 
Or ſcour a' airths to hound for fame; ; A, 
In troth the julet ye might blame 
For thinking on't, 


Whan aithly ſhe can \ find the theme - = BE 
| Of agua font. Wor 
| 7 And 


This is the name that dotors uſe 
Their patients noddles to confuſe ; Ing 
e e __ 


his 
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Wi' | mples clad in terms abſtruſe, 

| The, labour ſtill, 
In kittle words to gar ye rooſe 
Their want o' kill. 


But we'll hae nae ſick clitter-clatter, 
And briefly to expound the matter, 
It ſhall be GEN guid Caller Water, _ 
= Than whilk I trow, 
Few "rugs in | doctors ſhops are better 
For me or you. 


The? joints be nif as ony rung, 
Your pith wi” pain be fairly dung, 
Be you in Caller Water flung 
Out co'er the loge, 
Tail mak ye ſouple, ſwack and young, 

| Withouten drugs. 


| Tho* cholic or the heart-ſcad teaze us, 


Or ony inward dwaam ſhould ſeize us, 
It maſters a' ſic fell diſeaſes, 
That wonld ye ſpulzie, 


And brings them to a canny criſis 
| Wi' little tulzie. 


Wer't na for it the bonny laſſes 

Wou'd glowr nae mair in keeking glaſſes, = 

And ſoon tine dint o' a' the graces _ 
That aft conveen | 

In gleefu' 16560 and bonny ess, 


To catch our ein. 
i The 


* 
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he faireſt than might die a maid, 
And Cupid quit his ſhooting trade, 
For wha thro' clarty maſquerade 


Could then diſcover, 
Whether the eaten under ſhade 


Were worth a lover! 


As ſimmer rains bring Laker flo ei 5 
And leaves to clced the birken bow*rs, 
Sae N. gets by caller ſhow'rs 
Sae rich a bloom, | 
As for eſtate, « or heavy dow'rs, 
Alt ſtands 1 in room. 


What * Auld Reikie? 8 dures fac faire? 
It canna be the halelome air, | 


But caller burn beyond compare, 
The beſt 0? ony, 
1 hat gars them a” fic graces ſkair, 
And blink lac Wage 


On May- day, i in a > h ring, 


We've ſeen them round St Anthor's ſpring, 
Frae graſs the caller dew-draps wring 
| To weet their ein, 
And water clear as cryſtal ſpring, 
To ſynd them clean. 


0 may es. Rill purſue the way, 
To look ſac feat, ſac clean, ſae gay 


Than 
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han ſhall their beauties glance like May, 
And, like her, be 
he Goddeſs of the vocal ſpray, 
The Muſe and me. 


S IT TIN GVA SESSION. 


JHOEBUS, fair cow'd wi' ſimmer's hight, 
Cours near the virD wi' blinking light; 
auld ſhaw the haughs, nae mair bedight 
Wi' ſimmer's claes, 
hey heeze the heart o dowy wight 
That dure chem gas. 


Feel loes me 0? you, Bus1ness, now; 
or yell weet mony a drouthy mou? 
hat's 's lang a eiſning gane for you, 

Wiithouten fill 
1 cribles frac the gude brown cow, 


Or ie gill. 


he Cour r o' Sess10N, weel wat I;- 
Is ilk chield's avh772/e i' the pye, 
an crieſh the flaw-gaun wheels whan dry I 
5 Till Seflion's done, f 
ng? they'll gie mony a cheap and cry 
Dr twalt o' June. 
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Ye benders a, that dwall in joot, 
You'll tak your liquor clean cap out, 
Synd 888 mouſe- webs wi' reaming ſtout, 


While ye hae caſh, 
And gar your cares a' tak the rout, 


An” thumb ne'er faſh. 


Ros Ginz's grey gizz, new v fr 1220 d fine, 


Will white as ony ſnaw-ba' ſhine; 
Weel does he loe the LAWEN coin 
| Wuhan doſſied own; 
For whiſky gills or dribbs o' wine 
In cauld forenoon. 


| Bar-keepers now, 45 5631 : 
Tak tent as fock gang back and fore; 
The fient ane there but pays his ſcore, 


Nane wins toll- free, 5 


Tho ye ve a CAUSE the houſe before, 
Or agent be. 


Gin ony here wr canker 0 | 


And has na lous'd his filler pocks, : 
Ye need na think to fleetch or cox; 


4 Come ſhaw's your Fe 


6c Ac feathit Jeu ſpills twenty FLOCKS, | 
Ye s nac be here.” 


| Now at the door they'll raiſe a as "on 
Crack on, my lads!— for flyting's free; 


— ³ͤ-u—üi 22+ Pens ty we - 
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For gin ye ſuou' d tongue - tacket be, 
The mair's the pity, 
| Whan ſcalding but and ben we ſee 

|  PexbeNTE LITE, 


{The Lawvees? /telfe, and Parnrens' bee 
Grain unco ſair wi' weighty caſes; 5 | 
The clark in toil his pleaſure places, 

| To thrive bedeen; 
| Ar five-hour” 5 bell feribes ſhaw thei faces, 
And rake cheir ein. 


| The country fock to lawyers crook, = 
„Ah! weels me on your bonny buik! 

| 6 The benmoſt part o' my kiſt nook _ 
| 2 PI ripe for thee, 
| « And t ware my hindmoſt rook _ 
| 6 For my decree. 


| But Law's a DRAW-WELL unco 0 deep, 

| Withouten xIM fock out to keep; 
k A donnart chiel, whan drunk, may dreep 
bs Fu' ſleely in, 

| Bur ends the pate. baith lay and. ſtees, 
8 out he win. 
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The RISING of the SESSION, 


O a' men living be it kend, 
1 The Se5510N now is at an end: 
en your finger-nebbs unbend, 
| And quat the pen, 
Till Time wi lyart pow {hall fend Be hes 
Blyth June again. : 


| Tired o' the law ant X its phraſes, | 

The wylie writers, rich as Creſus, 

Hurl frac the town in hackney chaiſes, 
For country cheer: 
The fowney that 1 in ſpring: -time grazes, 

— Thrives a' the year: 


Ye lawyers, bid fareweel to lies, | 
Fareweel to din, ſareweel to fees, 
1 he canny hours o- reſt may pleuſe, 
5 Inſtead o' ſiller: 
Hain d walter hads the mill at eaſe, 5 | 
And finds the miller. 


Blythe they may be wha wanton play 

In Fortunes bonny blinkin ray, 

Ev? wed « can de Bay dool away 2 

| wr comrades couthy, 
And never dree a hungert day, 


Or e 'ening - drouthy; 
| Ohon ! 


In 


Abl 


1 


Ohon! the day for him that's laid 

| In dowie poortith*s caldrife thade, 

| Ablins e for his trade, 

| He racks his wits, | 
| How he may get his buik weel clad, _ 

| And fil his guts. 


The farmers ſons, as yap as ſparrows, 
Are glad, I trow, to flee the barras, 
And wine to the plough and herrows 


At barley ſecd : 


f What writer wadna gang as far as 


He cou'd for bread J 


After their yokin, 1 wat weel 


They'll ſtoo the kebbuck to the heel; 
Eith can che Plough- ſtilts gar a chiel- 


Be unco vogie, 
| Clean to lick aff his crowdy-meal, 
And ſcart his c9922. 


Now mony a fallow's dung adrift 
To a' the blaſts beneath the lift, 
And tho? their ſtamack's aft in tiſt 
In vacance · time, 


Yet ſeenil do they ken the rift 
= 0” ae we erm. 


Now gin a Nera hou'd be wanted, 
owl find che 7. Hart gayly Pane; 


For 
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For little thing proteſts are granted 
__Upo' a bill, 
And weightieſt matters covenanted 
For half a gill. 


Nae body taks a morning dribb 
O' Holland gin frae Robin Gibb ; 
And tho! a dram to Rob's mair ſib 


'Than is his wile, | 


He maun tak time to daut his Rib 
| Till Hiller” 8 rife, 


This vacance is a heavy 3 
On Indian Peter's coffee · room, 
For a' his china pigs are toom; 
Nor do we ſee 
In wine the ſucker biſkets foom _ 
5 nch a flee. 


But ſtop, my Muſe, nor r a mane, 5 
Pate diſna fend on that alane; = 
He can fell t twa dogs wy ae bane, 


While ither fock | 


Maun ref themſels content wy ane, 


Nor farrer trock, EY, 


Ye change · houſe 1 never r grumble, | 
Tho' you a while your bickers whumble, 
Be unco o patientfu and humble, 

| | Nor mak a din, 


| 
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Tho? {yun foot binna kent to rumble 
| Your weym within. 5 


You needna grudge to draw your breath 
For little mair than half a reath, 
Than, gin we a' be ſpar'd frae death, 
We'll gladly prie 
Freſh noggans o your reaming graith 
| Wy? blythſome glee. 


N JoLy month, ae bonny morn, 
Whan Nature's rokelay green 

Was ſpread o'er ilka rigg o* corn. 

To charm our roving een; 
Glouring about I ſaw a quean, 

The faireſt *neath the lift; 
Her cen were o' the filler ſheen, 

Her Sin like ſnawy drift, | 
Sae white that day. 


3 . 
(uod ſhe, I ferly unco ſair, 
That ye ſud muſand gae, 
Ye wha hae ſung o* HaLLow-rais, 
Her winter's pranks and play: 5 
8 VV 


yi 
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ec Whan on Lfiru- SaxDs the racers. . 


« Wy Jockey louns are met, Ye 
cc Their orro pennies there to ware, 3 We'l 
And drown themſel's in debt Al 

3 Fu' OT that aj 7 Nor 
T. 
III. 


An wha are ye, my winſome dear, 
That takes the gate face early? 


Whare do ye win, gin ane may ſpear, Ere 
For I right meikle ferly, To 
That fic braw buſkit laughing _  —: 
Thir bonny blinks ſhou'd gie, To 
An loup like Hebe o'er the ls vi; 
As wanton and as free n 
. Frae  dule this gay ? Wit 1 

IV. — us 


« 1 dwall amang the caller ſprings 
© That weet the Land 0? Cakes, 


« And aften tune my canty ſtrings. | 
«At bridals and /ate-wakes. Ri 
6c They ca- me Mirth ; 1 ne'er was kend  Wier;; 
© To grumble or look ſour, . : : Wi 
« But blyth wad be a lift to lend, Fe 
0 Gin ye wad ſey my po wir « ( 
WT An pith this day.” . Th 
v. „ F 


A Fe bet, and, 2 my = 
0 Je will be my Mates 
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Wi you Tl how the 8 pegs; 
Ye ſhanna find me blate; 

Well reel an' ramble thro' the ſands, 
An' jeer wi' a' we meet; 

„Vor hip the daft an' gleeſome bands 
That fill Eding' s ſtreet 

Sae e this mY 

VI. 3 

Ere ſervant maids had wont to riſe 
To ſeeth the breakfaſt kettle, 

Ik dame her braweſt ribbons tries, 
To put her on her mettle, 

Wi wites fome filly chiel to trap _ 
(An' troth he's fain to get her,) 
put he'll craw kniefly in his crap, 
Whan, Wow! he canna flit her 


VII. 1 
Now mony a ſcaw'd and bare. _ lown 
Riſe early to their wark, 3 
Eneugh to fley a muckle town, 

20 dinſome ſqueel an' bark: 


Here is the true an' faithfu' nit 
„O' Noublemen an? Horſes 


10 That rin for Plates or Purſes 


Frae hame that ay. 11 


E Their eiid, their weight, their height, their rin, 


6 2 « Fu? fleet this day,” 


VIII. 


1 
VIII. 
To Whifky Phoks that brunt for wooks 
On town-guard ſoldiers faces, 
Their barber bauld his whittle crooks, 
An' ſcrapes them for the races: 
Their Stumps erſt us'd to Filipegs, 
Are dight in ſpatterdaſhes, 
Whaſe barkent hides ſcarce fend their legs | 
Frae weet an ” weary plaſhes 
mw dirt that day. 
IX. 
Come, hafe a care (the captain cries), 
„ On guns your bagnets thraw ; 
4 Now mind your manual exerciſe, 

«© An' marſh down raw by raw.” 
And as they march he'll glowr about, 
Tent # their cuts and ſcars: 

'Mang them fell mony a gauſy ſnout | 

Has guſht in birth- day wars, 


1 | Wi' biude that Ta 


X. 

| Her Naneſel maun be cares now, 
| Nor maun ſhe be miſleard, 
| Sin baxter lads hae ſeal'd a vow _ 

To ſkelp an? clout the guard 5 

I'm ſure Auld Reikee kens o' nane 

That wou'd be ſorry at it, 1 
Tho they ſhou'd dearly pay the kane, 
_ an get their tails weel ſautit 


An' fair thir days, 


— — —— 
Cre — — 


1 
"AY 
The inkler billies i' the Bow 
Are now leſs eident clinking, 

As lang's their pith or filler dow, 
They're daffin and they're drinking. 
Bedown Leith-walk what bourochs reel 
O' ilka trade and ſtation, — 
That gar their wives an' childer feel 

Toom weyms for their libation 


II. | 
The browſter wives de harl 


Aꝰ traſh that they can fa” on; 
They rake the grunds o“ ilka barrel, - 
To profit by the la wenn: 

For weel wat they a kin wal het 
For drinking needs nae hire; 
At drumly gear they take nae pet; ; 
Foul water ſlockens fire, 


5 
They lay ill ale has been the deid 


O' mony a beirdly lown ; 

Then dinna gape like gleds wi greed 
To ſweel hail bickers down; _ 

Gin Lord ſend mony ane the morn, 
They'll ban fu? ſair the time 

That e'er they toutit aff the horn, 
Which wambles thro? their weym 


oo Wi' Pain that day. 


Of drink thir days. 


And drouth chir days, | 


xIv. 
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A 
The Buchan bodies thro” the an 
Ĩ heir bunch o' Findrumt er, 
An' ſkirl out baub' in Norland ſpeech, 

6 Guid ſpeldings, fa will buy?“ 8 
An', by my ſaul, they're nae wrang gear - 
Vo guſt a ſtirrah's mw: : 
Weel ſtaw'd wi? them, he'll never r ſpear. 8 
The price 0? Deng iu”. 

Wy drink that day, 


> 
Now wyly Wight at Rowly Poul, 


An' flingan' o' the Dice, 
Here brake the banes o' mony a foul 
Wi' fa's upo' the ice: 
At firſt the gate jeems fair an” v Rravght, as 
Sae they had fairly till her 5 
But wow! in ſpite o“ a* their maught, 
They re rookit 0? their 1117 : 
D Aw t chat day. 


XVI. | 

Around wherever you ding your cen, BE 10 
The Haiks like wind are ſcourin'; 

Some chaiſes honeſt folk contain, F Is 

An' ſome hae mony a Whore in; 4 

Wi' roſe and lilly, red and white, Ig 

They gie themſelves fic fit airs, 15 

Like Diax, they will ſeem perfite; Th; 

But it's nae gowd that glitters * 1 

Wi' them thir days. p 

XVII 


E 7 
nt 
The Lyon here wi? open paw, 
May cleek in mony hunder, 
Wha geck at ScoTLAND and her law, 
His wyly talons under; 
For ken, tho? JAMiz's laws are auld, 
(Thanks to the wiſe recorder!) 
His Lyon yet roars loud and dauld, 
To 225 the Whigs in order | 
Zee prime this day. 


t. 
To W Daun, of clangor clear, 


Baith men and ſteeds are raingit; 
Some liveries red or yellow wear, 
And ſome are tartan ſpraingit : 5 
And now the red, the blue e en- now, 
Bids faireſt ſor the market; 
But, 'ere the ſport be done, I trow 
Their ins 1 are e gayly yarkit _ 
And peed thir days. 


13" 
Siddike i in Paxrunon debates, 


Whan twa chiels hae a pingle; 
Een now ſome couli gets his aits, 

An' dirt wi' words they mingle; 
Till up loups he wi? diction fu', 

There's lang and dreech conteſting ; 
For now they're near the point in view, 
Now ten miles frac the queſtion _ 
II | In hand that night, 


XX. 
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XX. | 

The races over, they hale the dools Fr 
Wy drink o' a kin-kind ; e f 

Great feck gae hirpling map like fools, 957 

I be cripple lead the blind. ; 
May ne'er the canker o' the drink Thi 

Fer mak our ſpirits thrawart, v 

*Caſe we git wharewitha' to wink Th 

: 

Wi' een as blue's a blawart T 

| Wi' , thir days! Þ 

Se mr nr © 

The FARMER?®s INGLE A 

F 33 EEE oe = : V na 

Et multo in primis hilarans convivia Baccho, Sat 
Few _— VI. Buefſi b 

3H | | | 7 
| | bo | he . 
| . Was a grey out o'er - the welki Ane 
2 85 keeks, Whi 


| Whan Batie ca's his owſen to the [VAR FE 
Wan Thraſber John, fair dung, his barn-de 
=... Rees, 
And luſty laſſes at the dighting tire: 
What bangs fu' leal the e' enings coming cauld, 
And gars ſnaw-tapit winter freeze in vain; 
Gars dowie mortals look baith blyth and bauld, 
Nor fley'd wi? a' the poortith o' the plain; 
Begin, my Muſe, and chant in hamely ſtrain- 


161) 


II. 
Frae the big ſtack, weel winnow't on the hill, 
Wi' divets theekit frae the weet and drift, 
Sod, peats, and heath*ry trufs the chiinley fill, 
And gar their thick'ning ſmeek ſalute the lift; 
The gudeman, new come hame, is blyth to find, 
Whan he out o'er the halland flings his een, 
That ilka turn is handled to his mind, 
That a' his houſie looks ſae coſh and clean; j 
For cleanly houſe loes he, tho? e'er ſae mean. 


| „ Ops | 
Neel kens the gudewife that the pleughs require 
A heartſome meltith, and refreſhing ſynd 
V” nappy liquor, o'er a bleezing fire: 

Sair wark and poortith douna weel be join'd. 
ue i' butter'd bannocks now the girdle reeks: N 
P the far nook the bowie briſkly reums; 
he readied fail ſtands by the chimley cheeks, 


eu And had the riggin het wi? welcome ſtreams; 


Whilk than the daintieſt kitchen nicer ſeems. 


IV. 
rae this Jat gentler gabs a leſſon lear; ; | 
Wad they to labouring lend an eident hand, 
hey'd rax fell ſtrang upo' the ſimpleſt fare, 
Nor find their ſtamacks ever at a ſtand. 
' hale and healthy wad they paſs the day, 
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At night ia calmeſt lumbers doſe fu? found, 7 
e * ä Nor 
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Nor doctor need their weary life to ſpace, - Ay m 
Nor drogs their noddle and their ſenſe confound, Gr 
Till death ſlip ſleely on, and gie the hindmol In ra; 

= wound, Fre 

On ſicken ſood has mony a doughty deed _ 
By Caledonia's anceſtors been done; 
By this did mony a wight fu? weirlike bleed 

In brulzies frae the dawn to ſet o* ſun; FRE) 

»Twas this that brac'd their gar dier, ſtiff an” ſtrang I For w 

1 5 That bent the deidly yew in ancient days, Sent 

: Laid Denmark's daring ſons on yird alang, | That! 

Gar'd Scottiſh tler bang the Roman bay: ; Anc 

For near our ereft 1 the ir heads they e O moc 

raiſe. Ve i 

. 5 = ; 8 8 Wi' eil 

= The couthy cracks begin whan ſupper's o'er, | ON 

The cheering bicker gars them glibly gaſh _ Lo 8 

O' ſimmer's /howery blinks and winters ſour, | 

Whaſe floods did erſt their mailin's produce haliMy., , Bri 

Bout iir an' market eke their tales gae on, Thoꝰ: 
How Fock woo?d Jenny here to be his bride, "PO 


| And there how Marion, for a baſtart ſon, | Her ef 


po the cutty-/foo! was forc'd to ride, "of 


The wacky. ſcald 0? our Meſr 5 John to o bide. Suall! 
„5 Ss 
The fient a chiep's amang the barnies now, 3 5 

arele 


For a' their anger's wi' their hunger gane: 


A 
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Ay maun the childer, wi' a faſtin mou', 
Grumble and greet, and make an unco mane. 
In rangels round before the ingle's low, 
Frae Gudame's mouth auld warld tale they hear, 
O Varlochs louping round the Virritoao, 
O' gaiſts that win in glen and kirk-yard drear, 


Wilk touzles a“ their tap, and Bare them ſhak 
wi fear. | 


VIII. | 8 
For weel ſhe trows that fiends and fairies be 
Sent frae the de'il to fleetch us to our ill; 
That ky hae tint their milk i evil eie 
And corn been ſcowder'd on the glowing Kill. = 
O mock na this, my friends! but rather mourn, 
Ye in life's braweſt ſpring wr reaſon clear, 
Wi' eild our idle fancies a' return, : 
And dim our dolefu- days wi' bairnly fears 3 
The mind's say cradled whan the grave ve 15 near. 


Yet thrift, induſtrious, bides her lateſt days, 
Tho? age her fair dow'd front wi? runkles wave, 
Yet ſrae the ruſſet lap the ſpindle plays, 


Her e*ening ſtent reels ſhe as weel's the lave. 
On ſome feaſt. day, the wee-things buſkit braw 


Shall heeze her heart up wi' a ſilent joy, 

Fo caidoie chat her head was up and faw_ 

Her ain ſpun cleething on a darling oy, 

Careleſs tho? death ſhou'd mak the feaſt her foy. 
1 | | | - | In 


(194). 
Tn its auld /erroch yet the deas remains, 
Whare the gudeman aft ſtreeks him at his eaſe, 


A warm and canny lean for weary banes 


O' lab'rers doiPd upo' the wintry leas : 
Round him will badrins and the colly come, 
0 wag their tail, and caſt a thankfu* eie 
To him wha kindly flings them mony a crum 
O' kebbock whang'd, and dainty fadge to prie; 
This a' boon they crave, and a' the fee. 


Frae him the /ads their morning counſel tak, 

What ſtacks he wants to o thraſh, what 28 to 
| till; | | | 

7 How big a birn maun lie on baſte e back, 

For meal and multure to the thirling mill, 

Nieſt the gudewife her hireling damſels bids 1 

Glour thro? the byre, and ſee the hawkies bound, 

Take tent caſe Crummy tak her wonted tids, 

And ca' the laiglen's treaſure o' the ground, 

Wilk ſpills a kebbock nice, or yellow pound. | 


XII. 5 

Then a' the houſe for ſleep begins to grien, 

Their joints to ſlack frae induſtry a while; 

: T he leaden God fa's heavy on their ein, 

And haftlin Recks them ſrac their uy toil : 
Thi 
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The cruizy too can only blink and bleer, 
The reſtit ingle's done the maiſt it dow; 
Tackſman and cottar eke to bed maun ſteer, 
Upo' the cod to clear their drumly pow, 
Til waken'd by the dawning! 5 glow. 


XIII. 
ace to the NDTIS and a' his tribe, 
Whaſe care fells a? our wants frae year to year! ! 


Lang may his ſock and couter turn the gleyb! 

And bauks o' corn bend down wi' laded ear! 
May ScoT1ia's ſimmers ay look gay and green, 

Her yellow har'ſt frae ſcowry blaſts decreed! 
May a' her tenants fit fu ſnug and bein, 

Frae the hard grip o' ails and poortith freed, 

And a lang laſting train o peaceful; hours ſuc- 
| ceed! | 
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Tus ELECTION. 


Nunc eff bibendum, et bendere BicxERuM magnum; 


Cavete Town- "GUAnDY Ws 2 G—dd—n 


alque 82 


T) EJOICE, ye BurGHERs, ane an” * 
Lang look't for's come at laſt; 
Sair war your backs held to the wa” 
Wi' poortith an' wi' a: 15 
. Now ye may clap your wings an' craw, 
And gayly buſk 11k? teather, wy 
For Deacon Cocks hae paſſ'd a law 

To rax an” weet your leather 


Www drink thir days. 


| „ I. | | 
Haſte Zpps, quo John, an' bring my gizz! 
Tak tent ye dinna't ſpulzie ; 
Laſt night the barber gae t a a frizz, | 
An' ſtraikit it wi? ulzie. 
_ Hae done your paritch, laſſie Lizz, 
Gie me my fark an' gravat; 
he be as braw's the Deacon is 


Whan he taks Affidavit = WY 
| "WP Faith the day: 
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„ 
Whare's Johnny gaun, cries neebour Beſs, 
That he's ſae gayly bodin, 
Wi new kaim'd wig, weel ſyndet face, 
Silk hoſe, for hamely hodin? 
Our Johnny's nae ſma' drink you'll gueſs, 
“He's trig as ony muir-cock, 
An' forth to mak a Deacon, =P „ 
6 He downa ſpeak to poor fock 
7. 8 Like us s the day. - 


| . 
The coat. ben- by i the kiſt-nook, 


That's been this towmonth ſwarming, | 
Is brought yence mair thereout to look, 
To fleg awa the vermin 
Menzies o' moths an' flaes are ſhook, 
An' i' the floor they howder, 
Till in a birn beneath the crook 
They” re ſingit wi' a ſcowder 


To death that day 45 


. 
The canty cobler quats his a? i 
His rozet an' his lingans ; 
His buik has dreed a fair, ſair fa“ 
Frae meals o bread an” : 1 
Now he's a pow o' wit an' Ia, 
An' taunts at ſoals an' heels; 
To Walker's he can rin awa, 
There whang his Creams an feel. 


Wi' life that day. 


1 


5 ay ——— — 
2 — 


P 


—— 
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VI. 


The lads in order tak their ſeat, 

(The de'il may claw the clungeſt 1 
They ſtegh an' connoch ſae the meat, 
Their teeth mak mair than tongue haſte; 
Their claes ſae cleanly tight an'“ feat, 
5 An' eke their craw- black beavers, 
Like maſters mows hae found the gate 
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Jo taſſels teugh wi' flavers 


VII. 


The dinner done, for brandy "AN, 
They cry to weet their thrapple, 
To gar the ſtamack bide the bang, 


Fu? lang that day. 


Nor wi' its laden grapple. 


The grace is ſaid—its nae o'er lang; 


The claret reams in bells; 


Quod Deacon let the toaſt 1 gang, 


Gat Cnr here's our Noble ſes 


| VIII. 
5 Weels me o' drink, quo? Geer win, 
My barrel has been geyz'd ay, 


An' has na gotten fic a fill 


Sin fu' on Handſel-Teyſday: 

But makes - na, now it's got a ſweel, 

Aae gird J ſhanna caſt lad, 

Or elſe I wiſh the horned de'il 

__ May Will wi kittle caſt dad „ 
T6 ln the day. 


6 Wee! met the day. 0 


IX, 
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„„ 
The Magiſtrates fu* wyly are, 
Their lamps are gayly bliakin, 
But they might as leive burn elfewhare; 
Whan fock's blind fi wi? drinkin. 
Our Deacon wadna ca? a chair, 
The foul ane durſt him na-ſay ; 
He took /hanks naig, but fient may care 
He 8881 kiſs'd the cauſey 


= Wy bir that gas. 
Weel loes me o you; ſouter Jock, 

For tricks ye buit be trying, 
Whan greapin for his ain bed-ſtock, 

He fa's whare Willis wife's lying: 
ill coming hame wi' ither fock, 
He ſaw Fock there before him; 
Wi' Maifter Legion, bits a brock, 
He did wy ſtink maiſt ſmore him 

= Pg rang u that wade. 


XI. 
Then wi” a“  ſouple hathirs: whang 

He gart them fid; ge and girn ay, 
(Faith, chiel, ye's nae for naething gang, | 
Gin ye maun reel my pirny.“ 

ne wr a muckle alſhin lang 
He brodit Maggie hurdies; 
u' cauſe he thought her i“ the wrang, 
There paſs'd nae bonny wordies 


e ee them that night. 
. XII. 


= — an — N 
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5 Then Deacons at the counſel ſent 


For towmonths twa their ſaul is lent, ; 


( 170 ) 
„ 
Nou, had ſome laird his lady fand 
In ſic unſeemly courſes, 

It might hae loos'd the haly band, 
Wi' law-ſuits an' divorces s 

But the nieſt day they a' ſhook DES 
And ilka crack did ſowder, „ 
: While Mogg for drink her apron pawns, 
1 For a the gude-man cow'd her 


1 Whan fu' lalt vight 1 
5 XIII. 1 55 
| Glowr round the cawſey, up an' . | | 
What mobbing and what plotting ! SES 1 


Here politicians bribe a loun 
Againſt his ſaul for voting. 
The gowd that inlakes half a crown 
Thhir blades lug out to try them, 
- They pouch the gowd, nor faſh the town 
For e anꝰ ? ſcales to weigh them 

| Exact that day. 


XIV. 


To get themſel's preſentit: 


For the town's gude indentit: pb 

Lang- s their debating thereanent, 

About Proteſts they're bauthrin; 

| While Sandy Fife, to make content, 

On Bells plays Clout the Caudron 
I 0s them that day. 


a 
XV. 
Ye lowns that troke in doctor's ſtuff, 
You'll now hae unco flaiſters; 
Whan windy blaws their Pamacks puff, 
They'll need baith pills and plaiſters; 
For tho? e'en - now they look rig uit biuff, 5 
Sic drinks, *ere Villach meet, | | 
Will hap ſome Deacons in a truff, 


neee in the lang leet 
0 death yon 8985 : 


70 rus T RO N- KIRK BELL. 


Wowi crazv, Auen thing, 5 
As e' er was fram'd to jow or ring, 
What it gar'd them fic in ſteeple hing 

They ken thenmſel', 

But weel wat I they coudna bing 
War lounds ſrae hell, 


What de'il are ye? that 1 mou'd bann, 
Your neither kin to pat nor pan; 
Nor wly Ls. nor . canng 

But weel may gie | 


Mair pleaſure to the ear o man 
| Than ſtroke « 0 thee, 


Fleece merchants may look bald, I trow, 
Sin a? Auld Reiki 0 childer noqx 


Maun 


—ů— 
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| Maun ſtap their fs wi? teats o' woo, 

| Thy ſound to bang, 
And er it frae gawn thro? and thro? 
009! Jarrin? twang. 


Your noiſy tongue, there? s nae abidin't, 
Like ſcaulding wife's, there is nae guidin't : 
Whan I'm bout ony bis'neſs eident, 5 
It's ſair to thole: 
To deave me, than, ye take a pride in't 
Wy ans knoll. 


o! vere 1 provoſt o' the town, 
I ſwear by a' the pow'rs aboon, 
Td bring ye wi' a reeſle down; 
Nor ſhud you think 
(Sac ſair I'd crack and clour your N 
| Again to clink. 


For whan re toom d che meikle cap, 
An' fain wad fa? owr in a nap, 
Troth I cou'd doze as ſoun's a tap, | 
Wert na for thee, 
That gies the tither weary chap 
To wauken me. 


T dreamt ae night I ſaw Auld Nick; 
Quo), he. This bell o' mine's a trick, 


A wyly. piece 0? politic, 


« A cunnin ſnare j 
6c « To trap fork in a cloyen ſtick, 


bs Ere they” re aware. 
A5 
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As Tang's my dautit bell hings there, 
« A* body at the kirk will ſtair ; 

te Quo 27. Sit he that preaches there 


Like it can wound, 
6 We douna care a ſingle hair 


8 For joyfu' found. 5 
If magiſtrates wi? me wad” gree, 
For ay tongue-tackit ſhud ye be, 
Nor fleg wi' antimelody | 
VHP Sic honeſt fock, 
Whaſe lugs x were never made to dree 


Thy doolſu' u oe 


But 5 frae has the bailies dwell, 
Or they wud ſcunner at your nell: 
Cie the feul thief his riven bell, 
And thaw; I trow, 
The by-word bads, 70 the de'il bimſel? 
e got his due.“ 


Moruar | Courraiur OF. PLAIxSTANES and 
Causer, in their Mether-tongue. 5 | 


IN Merlin lad Auld Reikie's cauſey, 

And made her o' his wark right ſaucy, | 
The ſpacious feet and plainflanes 1 
Were never kend to crack but anes, 

Whilk happen'd on the hinder night, 
Whan * Fraſer” 5 ly tint its light; 


* The Citi after for the ks 
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O Highland ſentries nane were waukin, 
To hear their cronies glibbly taukin ; 
For them this wonder might hae rotten, 
And, like night robÞ ry, been forgotten, 
Had na' a cadie, wi' his lanthron, 
Been gleg enough to hear them bant'rin, 
Wha ame to me neiſt morning early, 
To gie me tidings o' this ferly. 

Ye taunting lowns, trow this nae Joke, 
For anes the aſs ot Balaam ſpoke, | 
Better than lawyers do, forlooth, 
For it ſpake nac thing but the truth! 
Whether they follow its example, 
Vou'll ken belt whan T0 hear the gle 


PLAINSTANES. 


My friend, thir hunder years and mair, 
| We're been forſoughen late and air, 1 
In ſun-ſhine, and in weety weather, 
Our thrawart lot we bure thegither. 

I never growl'd, but was content 
Vihan ilk ane had an equal ſtent; 
Hut now to flyte I'fe eien be bauld, 
Vhan I'm wi' fic a grievance thrall'd. 
How haps it, ſay, that mealy bakers, 


HFair-kaimers, crieſhy gizy-makers, 
Shou'd a' get leave to waſte their powders 


Up 0? my benur and ladies ſhoulders ? 


My tr 
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My travellers are fley'd to deid 
Wi' creels wanchancy, heap'd wi? bread, 
Frae whilk hing down uncanny nickſticks, 
That aften gie the maidens fic licks, 
As make them blyth to ſkrezn their faces 
Wi bats and muckle maun bon-graces, 
And cheat the lads that fain wad ſee 
The glances o' a pauky eie, 
Or gie thir loves a wylie wink, | 
That erſt might lend their hearts a link T 
Speak, was I made to dree the ladin 
O' Gallic chairman heavy treadin, 
Wha in my tender buke bore holes 
Wi' waefu' tackets i' the ſoals 
O' broggs, whilk. on my body tramp, 
And wound like death at ilka clamp ? 


CAUSEY. 


Weil crackit, friend It aft hads true, 
Wy naething fock make maiſt ado: 
Weel ken ye, tho? you doughtna tell, 
| pay the faireſt kain myſell; 1 
Owr me ilk day big waggons rumble, 

And a? my fabric birze and jumble ; 


Owr me the muckle horſes gallop, - 

Eneugh to rug my very ſaul up; EE 

And coachmen never trow th- y're ſinning, 

W. bile down the ret their wheels are ſpinning. een 
| "Like ||| 1 
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Like thee, do I not bide the brunt | 
O' Highland chairman's heavy dunt? 
Vet I hae never thought o' breathing 


Complaint, or making din for nacthing. 


SF, & INSTANES. 


Had ſae, and let me get a word in, 
Your back's beſt fitted for the burden; 
And I can eithly tell 5 5 
Ye're doughtier, by far than I; 

For whin-ſtanes, howkit frac the craigs, 


May thole the prancing feet 0' naigs, 


Nor ever fear uncanny hotches 


Frae clumſy carts or hackney-coaches, 


While I, a weak and feckleſs Creature, 

Am moulded by a ſafter nature. 
Wi' maſon's chiſſel dighted neat; 
To gar me look baith clean and feat, 

I ſcarce can bear a fairer thump 
Than come frae ſole o? ſhoe or pump. 
I grant, indeed, that now and than, 

Yield to a pater”s pith I maun ; ; 

But patens, tho? they're aften plenty, 
Are ay laid down wi' feet fu' tenty, 


And ſtroaks frae ladies, tho? they're teazin g, 


I freely maun avow are pleaſing. 


For what uſe was I made, I wonder! 5 


5 It WAS Na tamely to EHP under 
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5 

The weight o' ilka codroch chiel, 
That does my ſkin to targets peel; 
But gin J gueſs aright, my trade is 
To fend frae ſkaith the bonny lde, 
To keep the bairnies free frae harms 
Whan airing i' their nurſes arms, 
To be a ſafe and canny bield 
For growing youth or drooping eild. 

Tak then frae me the heavy load 
O' burden-bearers heavy ſhod, _ 
Or, by my troth, the gude auld town fall 
Hae this affair before their council. _ 


CAUSEY. 


1 dinna care a ſingle jot, 
Tho' ſummon'd by a ſhelly- coat; ; 
dae leally 11 propone defences, 
As get ye flung for my EXPENCES 3 
Your libel Pl impugn verbatim, 
And hae a magnum damnum datum ; 
For tho? frae Arthur's-ſeat I ſprang, 
And am in conſtitution ſtrang, = 
Wade it na fret the hardeſt ſtane 
Beneath the Luckenbooths to grane ? : 
Tho? magiltrates the Croſs diſcard, 
It makes na whan they leave the Guard! 
Alumberſome and linkin bigging, 
That rides the faireſt on my rigging. 
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= Whether the provoſt and the baihes, 
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Poor me owr meikle do ye blame, Shou? 

For tradeſmen tramping on your wame, And | 
Vet a' your advocates and braw fock 

Come ſtill to me *twixt ane and twa clock, 


And never yet were kent to range Cor 
At Charlie's Statue or Exchange. Es W The s 
Then tak your beaux and macaronies And. 
Sie me trades- fock and country Johnies; Tha: ; 
The deil's in't gin ye dinna bgn 5 It ſets 

Your ſentiments conjunet wi' mine. x And le 


PLAINSTANES. 


Sin we twa cou'd be as auld-farrant | 
As gar the council gie a warrant, ol 
Uk lown rebellious to tak, . 
Wha walks not i? the proper track, | 
And o' three ſhillings Scottiſh ſouk him, 
Or in the water-hole ſair douk him, 
This might aſſiſt the poor's collection, 
: And gie baith | tang ſatisfaction. 


caus Ev. 


But firſt, think it will be good 
To bring it to the Robinhood *, 
Whare we fall hae the 08 ſtated, 
And keen and crabbitly debated, | 


For the town's gude whaſe daily toll iss, 
| 7 „ Ghacy 


* Now called the Pantheon. | 


("Oy 


Shou'd liſten to our joint petitions, 
And ſee obtemper'd the conditions. 


PLAINSTANES. 


Content am I But eaſt the gate is 
The Sun, wha taks his leave o' Thetis, 
And comes to waken honeſt fock, _ 
Tha: gang to wark at fax o'clock; 

It ſets us to be dumb a while, 
And let our words gie place to toil. 


4 DRINK ECLOGUE. 
LANDLADY, Dr avpv, and Wine: 


0* auld worm- eaten elf, in 3 dunk, 


Whare hearty benders ſynd cheir 'routhy 


| trunk, 
Twa chappin bot tles pang'd wr 8 fy, „ 


Brandy tne tane, the tither Wulskv bins, 5 
Grew canker'd; for the twa were het within, 
An' het-{kin*4 fock to flyting ſoou begin: 


The Fazexcuman fizz'd, and firſt wad fit. the 


field, 


While paughty Scormax ſeorn'd 1 to beenge or 


Field. 
'B RANDY. 
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BRANDY. na 


Black be your fa! ye cottar loun miſlear'd, : can 
Blawn by the Porters, Chairman, City-Guard ; Be h. 
Hae ye nae breeding, that you cock your As Wha 
| Againſt my ſweetly guſted cordial doſe. 
I've been near pauky courts, and aften there 
Hae ca'd hyſtericks trae the dowy fair ; ; | w 
8 And courtters aft gaed greening for my ſmack, Wi? 
: To gar them bauldly. glour, and gaſhly crack, 2 0 : 
The priefts, to bang miſhanters black and cares, | 1. 7 
5 Hae fought me in his cloſet for his prayers. gh 
What tig then takes the fates, that they can thole q 25 
Thrawart to fix me 1 this weary hole dev 
air faſh'd wr din, wi? darkneſs, and wi' ſtinks, 85 
Ware cheery day- light cho? the mirk ne'er blinks, 85 
WHIS K . 8 
Zut ye maun be content, and maunna rue, Tru 
Tho? erſt ye've bizz'd in bonny madam's mou”; Tour | 
wy thoughts like thae your heart may fairly dunt; Drau, 
The warld's now chang'd, it's nae like uſe and wont Like it 
For here, wae's me! there's nouther lord nor laird For th 
Come to get heartſcad frae their ſtamack ſkair'd dic bal 
Nae mair your courtier louns will ſhaw "Kate ack Hame. 
For they giour eiry at a friend's diſgrace z a Vour a 
But heeze your heart up—Whan at court you hear 5 
ad ſe 


The patriot” s thrapple wat wi reaming beer: 5 
Whan 


—y——  — 


Whan chairman, weary wi his daily gain, 

Can ſynd his while wr? the clear champaigu; 

Be hopefu', for the time will ſoon row round, 
Whan you'll nae langer dwall beneath the ground. 


BRANDY. 


Wanwordy gowk ! did I ſae aften ſhine 
Wi' gowden gliſter thro? the chryſtal fine, 
To thole your taunts, that ſeenil hae been ſeen 
Awa frae luggie, quegh, or truncher treein ; 
Gif bonour wad but lat, a challenge ſhou'd 


Twine ye o Highland t-»gue and Highland Blade; 


Wi? cairds like thee I ſcorn to file my thumb, 
For gentle ſpicits Sous: wee doom. 


W HIS K v. 


Truly I think it right you get your alms, 
Your high hcart humbled amang common drams : 
Braw days for you, whan fools, newſangle fain, 
Like ither countries better than their ain; ; 
For there ye never ſaw ſie chancy days, 


dic balls, aſſemblies, operas, or plays: 

Hame-o'er langſyne you hae been blyth to pack 

Your a' upon a /aril/eſs ſoldier's back; 

For you thir lads, as weel-lear'd trav'lers tell, 

Had ſell'd their farks, gin farks they'd had to ſell. 
OO But 
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But worth gets poortith an' black burning 
ſhame, 

| To draunt and drivel out a life at hame. 

Alake! the byword's owr weel kent throughout, 

Prophets at hame are held in nae repute;“ 

Sac fair'ſt wr me, tho? I can het the ſkin, 

And ſet the ſaul upo' a mirry pin, 

Yet I am hameil, there's the ſour miſchance! 

I'm na frae Turkey, Italy, or France; 

For now our gentles gabbs are grown ſae nice, 

At thee they toot, an' never ſpear my price: 


Witncſs—for thee they hight their tenants rent, 


And fill their lands wi' poortith, diſcontent; 
Gar them o'er ſeas for cheaper mailins hunt, 
An' leave their ain as bare's the Cairn- o- mount. 


Tho? lairds tak toothfu's o“ my warming ſap, 


This dwines nor tenants gear, nor cows their crap 
For love to you there's mony a tenant gaes 


ll Bare-ars'd and barefoot oer the Highland braes: 


For you nae mair the thrifty gudewife ſees 
Her laſſes kirn, or birze the dainty cheeſe; 


CTrummie nae mair for Jenny's hand will crune, 


Wi' milkneſs dreeping frae her teats adown ; 
For you owr ear the ox his fate partakes, 

And fa's a victim to the bludy ai, _ | 
1 4 „ 


Wh 
The / 
By yo 
She tl 
Wi' 1 
To abe 
Sair d 
They 
Conte! 
Scrim 


Fra 
Ye've 
Or bu 
His tc 
But w 
In pox 
While 
Boude 


Tre 
And! 
Wha 
Life t 


0.999} 
WHISKY. 


Wha is't that gars the greedy Bankers prieve 
The Maiden's tocher, but the Maider?s leave: 
By you when ſpulzied o' her charming poſe, 
She tholes in turn the taunt o' cauldrife joes; 
Wi' ſkelps like this fock fit but ſeenil down 
To abel her-gammon or how-towdy brown 
Sair dung wi? dule, and fley'd for coming debt, 
They gar their mou?-bits wi” their 7ncomes met, 
Content eneugh gif they hae wherewithal 
Scrimply to tack their body and their laul. 


BRANDY. 


Frae ſome 8 ober as s poor a pot, 
Ye've lear'd to crack ſae crouſe, ye haveril Scot, 
Or burgher politician, that embrues 
His tongue in thee, and reads the claiking news z 
But waes heart for you ! that for ay maun dwell 


In poet's garret, or in chairman's cell, 
While I ſhall yet on bien-clad tables and, 
Bouden wi' a“ the daintiths o' the land. 


WHIS K V. 


Troth I hae been *ere now the poet's flame, 
And heez'd his ſangs to mony blythſome theme, 
Wha was't gar'd ALL1zs chaunter chirm fu” clear, 
Life to d the ſaul, and muſic to the ear ; 


Nae 
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Nae ſtream but kens, and can repeat the lay 7 f 
To ſhepherds ſtreekit on the ſimmer brae, 3 
Wha to their a e wi' the lav'rock bang, 6 ty 
To wauken flocks the rural fields amang. D 
BRANDY. I 

5 5 Nor v 

But here's the brouſter-wife, and ſhe can tel! Glouz 
Wha's win the day, and wha ſhou'd wear the bel! Sin &. 

© Hae done your din, an' let her judgment join Has 1 
In final verdict *twixt your pley and mine. W Rege! 
. „ 1 10 Bout 
LAND LA D v. Nae d 

53 8 70 fir 

In days 0? yore I cou'd my living prize, An' a 
Nor faſh'd wr dolefu' gaugers or exciſe; Wad! 
But now-a-days we're blyth to lear the thrift Pe w 
Our heads *boon licence and exciſe to lift: Faith 
Inlakes o' BRANDY we can ſoon ſupply Wad | 
By wHisxy tinctur'd wi? the ſafror's dye. Arour 
Will you your breeding threep, ye mongrel loun! To fle, 
Frae hame · bred liquor dy'd to colour brown? WY re 
80 flunky braw, whan dreſt in maiſter's claiſe, FX And, 
Struts to Auld Reikie's croſs on ſunny days, Wad | 
Till ſome auld comerades, ablins out o' place, Wy ro 
Near the vain upſtart ſhaws his meagre face; To he 
Bumbaz'd he loups frae ſight, and jooks his ken, : But 
ow 1 


Fley'd to be ſeen amang the taſſePd train 
= S_ SG ge ” 
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To the PaxchAL and PROFESSORS of the. Univer- 
iy of St Anvrews, on their Tore Treat to Dr 
SAMUEL JOHNSON. 


IT Aves town may look right gawſy, 
Nae Graſs will grow upo' her cawſey, 

Nor wa*-flow*r o' a yellow dye, 

Glour dowy o' er her Ruin: high, 

Sin Sammpy's head weel pang' d wi' lear 
Has ſeen the Alma Mater there: 
Regents, my winſome billy boys! 

Bout him you've made an unco noiſe ; 
Nae doubt for him your bells wad clink 
To find him upon Eden brink, 

An' a things nicely ſet in order, . 
Wad keep him on the Fifan border ; 

Ie warrant now, frae France an' Spain, 
Baith Cooks an' Scullions mony ane 
Wad gar the pats an' kettles tingle 
Around the college kitchen ingle, 

To fleg frae a' your craigs the roup, 
WY reeking het an' creeſhy ſoup; 

And ſnails and puddocks mony hunder 
Wad beeking lie the hearth«ſtane under, 
Wi roaſt and boil'd, an' a kin kind, 

To heat the body, cool the mind. 


But hear, my lads ! gin I'd been there, 
How I'd hae trimm'd the bill o' fare! * 
A a For 
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For ne'er ſic ſurly wight as he 
Had met wi' lic reſpect frae me. 
Mind ye what Sam, the lying loun! 
Has in his Dictionar laid down? 
That aits in England are a feaſt, 
To cow an' horſe, an' ſicken beaſt, 


While in Scots ground this growth was common 


To guſt the gab o' Man an' Woman. 


Tak tent, ye Regents |! then, an' hear 

My liſt o' gudely hameil gear, 

Sic as hae aften rax'd the wyme 

O' blyther fallows mony time, | 

Mair hardy, ſouple, ſteeve, an' ſwank, 

Than ever ſtood on Sammy's ſhank. 

Imprimis, then, a haggis fat, 

WMWeel tottPd in a ſeything pat, 

Wi' ſpice an' ingans weel ca'd thro”, 

Had help'd to guſt the ſtirrah's mow, 
An' plac'd itſell in truncher clean 
Before the gilpy's glowrin een. 


Secundo, then, a gude ſheep's ha” 

_ Whaſe hide was ſingit, never flead, 
And four black trotters clad wi' griſle, 
Bedown his throat had learn'd to hirſle. 
What think ye neiſt o' gude fat broſe, 

To clag his ribs? a dainty doſe ! 

And white and bloody puddins routh, 
To gar the Doctor ſkirl, O Drouth! 
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Whan he cou'd never houp to merit 

A cordial glaſs 0? reaming claret, 

But thraw his noſe, and brize and pegh 

Ver the contents o? ſma? ale quegh ; 

Then let his wiſdom girn an' ſnar] 

O'er a weel-toſtit girdle farl, 

An' learn, that, maugre o' his wame, 

Ill bairns are ay beſt heard at hame. 

Drummond, lang ſyne, 0? Hawthoraden; | 

The wylieſt an' beſt o men, 
Has gi'en you diſhes ane or mae, 

That wad hae gar'd his grinders play, 
Not to Roaſt Beef, Auld England's life! 
But to the auld Eaſt Not of Fife *, 
Whare Craillian crafts cou'd weel 1 gr en 
Scate-rumples to hae clear'd his een; 
Than neiſt, whan Sammy's heart was faintin; 
He'd lang'd for ſcate to mak him wanton, 


Ah! willawins for Scotland now, 
Whan ſhe maun ſtap ilk birky's mow 
Wi' eiſtacks, grown as tware i in pet 
In foreign land, or green-houſe het, 
Whan cog o' broſe an' cutty ſpoon 
Is a' our cottar childer's boon, 

Wha thro' the week, till Sunday's ſpeal, 
Toil for Ow -clods an' gude _ kail. 
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Deva, 


Allluding to two Tunes under theſ* titles, 
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Devall then, Sirs, and never ſend 

For daintiths to regale a friend, 

Or, like a torch at baith ends burning, | 
' Your houſe 'I ſoon grow mirk and mourning ! 

* What's this I hear ſome cynic ſay : L 

Robin, ye loun! it's nae fair play ; 

Is there nae ither ſubject rife 
To clap your thumb upo? but Fife ? 

Gie o'er, young man, you'll meet your corning, 
Than caption war, or charge o' horning; 
Some canker'd, ſurly, ſour- mou'd carline 
Bred near the abbey o' Dumfarline, 

Vour ſhoulders yet may gie a lounder, 

An' be of verſe the mal-confounder. 

Come on, ye blades ! but *ere ye tulzie, 

| Or hack our fleſn wr! {word or gulzie, 

Ne” er ſhaw your teeth, nor look like ſtink, 

Nor o'er an empty bicker blink ; 

What weets the wizen an' the w yme ; 

Will mend your proſe, and. heal my rhyme, 


Eros | 


* 


[* Our Author here alludes to a miſunder- 
| ſtanding he had with a Gentleman, a native of 
Dunfermline, who took amiſs the concluding 
refleQion in the Expedition to Fife fo much, that 
he ſent him a challenge; but which our Author 
treated with great contempt. ] 
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\ EATH, What's ado ? the de'il belicket, 
Or wi' your fang you ne'er had. Ppricket, 
Or o our auld ALMA MATER tricket 


O' poor jobn Hogg, 
And trail him ben thro* your mark wicket 


As dead's a log. 


Now ilka glaikit ſcholar loun 
May dander wae wr duddy gown 3 
Kate Kennedy wat to 1 crune 


May mourn 10d clink, 
And derne. o St Andrew s town 


To yird way fink. 


Sig? Pauly Tam 1, wi' cankerꝰd ſnout, 
Firſt held the ſtudents in about, | 


To \ wear their claes as black as ſoot, 


Elzer on Johx Hocs, late Porter to the Univer- 


They ne'er had reaſon, 


ri Death John' 8 haffit gae a clout 
Sac out o' ſeaſon, 


Whan regents met at common ſchools, 
ile taught auld Ta: to hale the dules, 


And 


A bell in the College lebe. 


A name given by the ſtudents, at that time, 


'0 one of the members of the univerſity. 
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And eident to row right the bowls, 
Like ony emmack z 


He 8 85 us a' within the rules 


Strict academic. 


Heh ! wha will tell the ſtudents now 


| To meet the Pauly check for chow, 
Whan he, like Ken, Wirrikow, 


Had wont to rail, 


And ſer our ftamacks i in a low, 


Or we turn'd tail. 


Ah, bin aften did I grumble. 


Frae cozy bed fu? ear? to tumble 
Whan art and part Pd been in ſome ill, 


Troth I was ſwear ; 3 


His words they brodit like a wumil 


Frae ear to ear. 


Whan I bai been fu? laith do rife, 


John than begude to moralize : 


« The tither nap, the Auggard cries, 
„And turns him round; 


0 Sac ſpake auld Solomon the wiſe, 


wh Divine profound pp 


Nae dominie, or wiſe meſs John, 
Was better lear'd in Solomon; x 
He cited proverbs one by one 

IIx vice to tame; 


TE 1 8 . He 


DE 
He br df ilk ſinner ſigh an” groan, 55 
And fear hell's fas. 


&« 1 hits nae meikle ein, quo' he, 
« In what you ca? philoſophy ; 
« It tells that baith the earth an' ſea 
Rin round about; 
40 Either the Bible tells a lie, 
Pe” WE Or ye? re a? out. 


« It's i' the Pſalms o Dar . 5 
« That this wide warld ne'er ſhou'd flit, 
« But on the waters coſhly ſit . 
| „ Fu ſteeve and lafling: 
60 An was na he a head 0”. Wit 


« At ſic conteſting 1 55 


50 ee 


96 


On cinings cauld wi' E gie we'd trudge 
To heat our ſhins in Johnny's lodge; 
The de'il ane thought his bum to budge | 
Wi filler on us: 
To claw bet abs we'd never grudge 
SP niet jonis. 


Say, ye red gowns / that alten here | 

Hae toaſted Cakes to Katie's beer, 

Gin ere thir days hae had their peer, 

2 | :: 2. Bac blyth, ſae daſt! 
You'll ne'er again in lite” s career 

8 haaf os ſaft, 


1 
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Wi' haffit locks ſae ſmooth and ſleek, 


John look'd like ony antient Greek; 
He was a Naz? rene a the week, 


And doughtna tell out 
A bawbee Scots to ſcrape his cheek = -* 
| 55 Sunday fell out. Th 
15 5 l 
For John ay loo'd to turn x the pence, | 
Thought poortith was a great offence : 
25 What recks tho? ye ken md and tenſe ? 5 
| „A hungry une W 
4 ' For 3 vad wi' them baith diſpenſe | 
« At ony — Their 
| - MM Whar 
ce Ye ken what ails maun ay befal Houk 
« The chiel that will be prodigal; 8 Tws 
= Whan waſted to the very pant: - -::.:-- Mang 
He turns his tuſk, > 
cc For want 0? comfort to his ſaul : 
| 0 Hungry huſk. 2 pe 
| Can 
"Ys royit louns ! juſt 30 as/he'd do; 'S And {| 
Por mony braw green had an? meadea Oer t. 
He's left to cheer his dowy widow, Bogles 
- His winſome Kate, _ WiHarlin 
That to him prov'd a canny ſne- dow. I Aman, 
Baith ear” and late, 
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The GHAISTS : 4 Kirk yard Eclogue. 


Did you not ſay in good Aux 8 to; I | 


And von and did proteſt, Sir, 


That when Hanover Jhonld come o'er | 10 | 


We ſurely Should be bleſt, Sir? | 
An auld Sang made new 7 again, E lf 


WX. HARE the braid planes i in dowy murmurs 
wave I, | 

Their antient taps out fer the 813-644 grave, : 
Whare Geordie Girdwood *, mony a lang ſpun day, 
Houkit for gentleſt banes tha humbleſt clay, 
Twa ſheeted ghaiſts, fac grizly and ſae wan, 
__ OE” tombs their douff diſcourſe began, 


WATSON. 


Cauld blaws the nippin north ol angry ſough, 
And ſhowers his hailſtanes frae the Caſtle Cleugh 
Yer the Grayfriars, whare, at mirkeſt hour, 
Bogles and ſpectres wont to tak their tour, 
Harlin the pows and ſhanks to hidden cairns, 
Amang the hamlocks wild, and ſun-burnt fearns: 


5 0 


* The late Sexton J 
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But nane the night, ſave you and I, hae come 
Frae the dreer manſions o' the midnight tomb. 


Now whan the Gawning's near, whan cock maus 


craw, 
And wi' his angry bougil gar's withdraw, 
Ayont the Kirk we'll ſtap, an d their tak bield, 


While the black hours our nightly freedom yield. 


HERRIOT. 


I'm weel content; but binna caſſen down, 
Nor trow the cock will ca? ye hame o'er ſoon, 


For tho? the eaſtern lift betakens day, 


Changing her rokely black for mantle grey, 


Nac weirlike bird our knell of parting rings, 
Nor ſheds the caller moiſture frae his wings. 
VWature has chang'd her courſe; the birds 0 day 

Dozen in ſilence on the bending Pray, 
While owlets round the craigs at noon-tide flee, 
And bludy-bawks ſit fingand on the tree. 


Ab, Caledon! the land 1 yence held dear, 


| | Sair mane mak I for thy deſtruction near; 


And thou, Edina ! anes my dear abode, 
Whan royal Jamie ſway'd the ſovereign rod, 


In thae bleſt days, weel did I think beſtow'd 


To blaw thy poortith by wi! heaps o' gowd ; 
To mak thee ſonſy ſeem wi' mony a gift, 


And gar thy ſtately turrets ſpeel the lift: 


In vain did Daniſh Jones, wi” gimcrack pains, 


# In Gothic ſculpture fret the Pliant ſtanes: 
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In vain did he affix my ſtatue here, 
Brawly to buſk wi? flow'rs lik coming year; 
My tow'rs are ſunk, my lands are barren now, 
My fame, my honour, like my flow'rs, maun dow. 


WATSON. 


Sure Major Weir, or ſome fic warlock wight, 
Has flung beguilin* glamour o'er your fight; 
Or elſe ſome kittle cantrip thrown, I ween, 
Has bound in mirlygoes my ain twa ein, 

If ever aught frae ſenſe cou'd be believ'd 
(And ſeenil hae my ſenſes been deceiv'd), 
This mament, o'er the tap o' Adam's tomb, 
Tu- eaſy can I ſee your chiefeſt dome: 

Nae corbie fleein there, nor croupin craws, 
deem to forſpeak the ruin o' thy haws, 
But a' your tow'rs in wonted order ſtand, 
Steeve as the rocks that hem our native land. 


H E RR IOT. 


Think na 15 vent my 3 in vain, | lf 
Kent ye the cauſe, ye ſure wad join my mane. | 
Black be the day that e'er to England's ground | 
Scotland was eikit by tie Union's bond; 
For mony a menzie o' deſtructive ills 
The country now maun brook frac morimain bills, 
That void cur teſments, and can freely gie 
vic will and ſcoup to the ordain'd truſtee, | 
5 | Ak That 
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That he may tir our ſtatelieſt riggins bars 
Nor acres, houſes, woods, nor fiſhins ſpare, 


Till he can lend the ſtoitering ſtate a lift 
Wi' gowd in gowpins as a graſſum gift; 


In ͤ lieu o' whilk, we maun be weel content 


To tyne the capital for three per cent. 
A doughty ſum indeed, whan now-a-days 


They raiſe proviſions as the ſtents they raiſe, 


Yoke hard the poor, and let the rich chiels be, 
Pamper'd at eaſe by ither's induſtry. 


Hale intereſt for my fund can ſcantly now 


Cleed a' my callants backs, and ſtap their mou': 
How maun their weyms wi' faireſt hunger tack 

Their duds in targets flaff upo' their back, 

Wuhan they are doom'd to keep a laſting Lent, | 


| Starving for Eagland's weel at three per cent 5 


WATSON. 


| Avuy Anas; than | may bleſs the aud 


times, | 
Whan honeſty and poortith baith are crimes : 
She little kend, whan you and I endow'd 
Our hoſpitals for back-gaun burghers gude, 
That &er our ſiller or our lands ſhow'd. bring 
A gude bien living to a back-gaun king: _ 
Wha, thanks to Miniſtry ! is grown ſae wiſe, 


1 - "Bll downa chew the bitter cud of vice; 5 


For 


or 
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For gin, frae Caſtlehill to Netherbow, 
Wad honeſt houſes bawdy-houſes grow, 
The Crown wad never ſpear the price o' ſin, 
Nor hinder younkers to the de*1] to rin! 
But gif ſome mortal From for pious fame, 
And leave the poor man's pray'r to ſain his name, 
His geer maun a' be ſcatter'd by the claws 
O' ruthleſs, ravenous, and harpy laws. 
Yet, ſhou'd I think, altho' the bill tak place, 
The Council winoa lack ſae meikle grace, 
As lat our heritage at wanworth gang, 
Or the ſucceeding generations wrang 
O' braw bien maintenance and wealth o' Tear, 
Whilk elſe had-drappit to their children's {kair 3 ; 
For mony a deep, and mony a rare engyne 


Hae ſprung frae Herriot” s Viark, and Jprong frac 1 


mine. | 
3 
ER RTO T. 


1 End, my friend, chai ye but little 1 
There s ei'now on the earth a ſet o' men, 
Wha', if they get their private pouches lin'd, 
Gie nae a winnelftrae for a' mankind; _ 
They?ll fell their country, flae their conſcience bare, 
To gar the weigh-bauk turn a ſingle hair. 
The Government need only bait the line 
Wi the prevailing Hee, the gowden coin; 
Than our executors, and wiſe truſtees, 
Will fell them fiſhes in forbidden ſeas, 


: * * 
— —— — ͤ— - 


—— 
— 


— — — — 
—_ 


Upo' their dwining country girn in ſport, 
Longs a i their ſleeve, and get a place at court. 
WATSON, 


Ere that day come, Þ' ll ? 'mang « our ſpirits pick 
Some ghaift that trokes and conjures wi? Auld Nick, 
To gar the wind wi? rougher rumbles blaw, = 
And weightier thuds than ever mortal ſaw : | 
Fire- flaught and hail, wi' tenfald fury's fires, 
Shall lay yerd-laigh Edina's airy ſpires: 


Tweed ſhall rin rowtin? down his banks out o'er, 


Till Scotland's out o' reach o' England's pow'r ; ; 
_ Upo' the briny Borean j jaws to float, 
And mourn in dowy ſaughs her dowy lot. 

* R RIOT. 


Vonder s the tomb o wiſe Machina fam'd, 
| Whaſe laws rebellious bigotry reclaim'd, 
Freed the hale land o' covenanting tools, 
Wha erſt hae faſh'd us wi” unnumber'd dools 3 
Till night we'll take the ſwaird aboon our pows, 
And than, whan ſhe her ebon chariot rows, 
We'll travel to the vaut wi' ſtealing ſtap, 
And wauk Mackenzie frae his quiet nap ; 
Tell him our ails, that he, wi? wonted {kill, 
May fleg the ſchemers o' the ortmain: bill, 


_ 


—— * . 


[Tze preceding Poem was written about the time 
2 Bill was in agitation for veſting the whole Funds of 


Hoſpitals, and other Charities throughout the King - | 


dom, in Government ſtock at three per cent. = 
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TO MY AULD BR EERS. 


NO” gae your wa „ rho' anes as e 
As ever happit #e/þ and blude, 

Yet part we maun—The caſe ſae hard is, 
Amang the Writers and the Bardies, 

That lang they'll brook the auld I trow, 


Or neighbours cry, «© Weel brook the new.” 


Still making tight wi' tither ſeek 
The tither hole, the tither eik, 
To bang the birr o' winter's anger, 
And had the hurdies out o' langer. 
Sicklike ſome weary wight will fil 
His kyte wr drogs frae doctor's b;1/, 
Thinking to tack the tither year - 
To life, and look baith hail an' fier, 
Till at the lang-run Death dirks in, 
To birze his ſaul ayont his ſkin. 
You needna wag your duds o' clouts, 
Nor fa? into your dorty pouts, 
To think that erſt you've hain'd my rail 
Frae wind and weet, frae ſnaw and hail, 
And for reward, whan bauld and hummil, 
Frae garret high to dree a tumble. 
For you I car'd, as lang” s ye dow'd 
Be 1 0 wi Hiller or wy "gone: 


__ Now 
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Now to befriend, it wad be folly, 
| Your raggit hide and pouches holey 


For wha but kens a poet's placks 
Get mony weary flaws an' cracks, 
And canna thole to hae them tint, 
As he ſae ſeenil ſees the mint? 


Vet round the warld keek and ſee, 
That ithers fare as ill as thee; 
For weel we loe the chiel we think 


Can get us tick, or gie us drink, 

Till o' his purſe we've ſeen the bottom, 

Than we deſpiſe, and hae forgot him. 
Yet gratefu? hearts, to make amends, 


Will ay be ſorry for their friends, 
And I for thee—As mony a time 
Wi' you I've ſpeel'd the braes o' rhime, 
Whare for the time the Muſe ne'er cares 
For filler, or fic guilefu' wares, 
Wy whilk we drumly gr ow, and crabbit, Ty 
Dour, capernoited, thrawin gabbit, 
And brither, ſiſter, friend and fae, 


Without remeid o' kindred, ſlae. 


You've ſeen me round the bickers reel 
Wi' heart as hale as temper'd Reel, 


And face ſae apen, free and blyth, 


Nor thought that ſorrow there cou'd kyth ; 
| But the neiſt mament this was loſt, ; | 


Like gowan in December's froſt. 
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Cou'd Prick-the-louſe but be ſae kite: 
As mak the breeks and claiſe to ſtand ay, 
Thro' thick and thin wi? you I'd daſh on; 
Nor mind the folly o' the faſhion : 
But, begh ! the times“ viciſitudo 
Gars ither breeks decay as you do. 
The Macaronies, braw and windy, 
Maun co, Sa t ports mundi! ; 


Now ſpeed you to ſome madam S chaumer, 


That butt an' ben rings dule an- clamor, ; 
Aſk her, in kindneſs, if ſhe ſeeks 

In hidling ways to wear the breeks? 

Safe you may dwall, tho* mould and motty, 
Beneath the veil o under coatie, 

For this mair fauts nor your's can ſcreen 
Fra lover” 8 quickeſt ſenſe, his « ein. 


or gif ſome bard, in lucky times, 
Shou'd profit meikle by his rhimes, 
And pace awa', wi' ſmirky face, 
In filler or in gowden lace, : 
Glowr in his face; like ſpectre gaunt, 15 
Remind him o' his former want, 
To cow his daffin and his pleaſure, 
And gar him live within the meaſure. 


8⁰ Philip, it is ſaid, who wou'd ring 
Wer Macedon a juſt and gude king, 


Fearing that power might plume his feather, 


And bid him ſtretch beyond his vere. 
| ce 


lk 


— — rey 
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lik morning to his lug wad ca” 

A tiny ſervant o' his ha-, 

To tell him to improve his ſpan, 
For Phitip was, like him, a Man. 


AULD REIKIZ. 


A ULD REIKIE, wale o ilka town | 


That Scotland kens beneath the moon i 


Whare couthy chiels at e'ening meet 
Their bizzing craigs and mous to weet 3 
And blythly gar auld care gae by 
Wy blinkit and wi' bleering eye: 

O'er lang frae thee the Muſe has been 
Sae friſky on the Simmer's green, 
Whan flowers and gowans wont to glen® 
In bonny blinks upo' the bent; 

But now the leaves o' yellow dye, 

Peel'd frae the branches, quickly fly ; 
And now frae nouther buſh nor briar 


ll The ſpreckl'd mavis greets your ear; 


Nor bonny blackbird tim and roves 
5 To ſeek his love i in yonder groves. 


Then Reilic, welcome! Thou canſt charm | 


Unfleggit by the year's alarm; 
Not Boreas, that ſae ſaelly blows, 
Dare here pap in his angry noſe : 
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Thanks to our dads, whaſe biggin ſtands 
A ſhelter to ſurrounding lands. 


Now morn, wi' bonny purple ſmiles, 
Rifles the air-cock o' St Giles; 
Rakin their ein, the ſervant laſſes 
Early begin their lies and claſhes 
Ilk tells her friend o' ſaddeſt diſtreſs, 
That ſtill ſhe brooks frae ſcouling miſtreſs; | 
And wi' her joe in turnpike ſtair 
She'd rather ſnuff the ſtinking air, 
As be ſubjected to her tongue, 
When Joly cenſur'd i i“ the wrong, 


On fair wi? 100 or r pat in hand, 
The barefoot houſemaids loe to ſtand, 
That antrin fock may ken how /7e// 


Auld Reikie will at morning ſmell : E | 


Then, with an inundation big as 

The burr that 'neath the Nor? Loch brig i is, 
They kindly ſhower Edina's roſes, 

To quicken and regale our noſes. 
Now ſome for this, wi? ſatire's leeſh, 7 | 
Hae gi'en auld Edinbrough a crecth : 
But without ſouring nocht is ſweet; 


The morning ſmells that hail our ſtreet, 
brepare and gently lead the way 

To ſimmer canty, braw and gay: 
Edina's ſons mair eithly ſhare 

Her ſpices and her dainties rare, 


0 — — — —j—2— AS 
- 1 — - 
— —S6—ä—ä— —⅛—— AO 
—— I cer IR re en ones 


( 204 ) 
'Than he that's never yet been call'd 
Aff frae his plaidie or his fauld. 


Now ſtair-head critics, ſenſeleſs fools, 
Cen/are their aim, and pride their rules, 
In Luctenboothswi' glouring eye, 
Their neighbours ſma'eſt fauts deſcry : 
If ony loun ſhould dander there, : 
O' aukward gate, and foreign air, 
They trace his ſteps, till they can tell 
5 His en as weel's himſell. 


| Whan Phœbus blinks wi warmer ray, 
And ſchools at noon-day get the play, 

| Then, bus'neſs, weighty bus'neſs, comes; 
The trader glours; he doubts, he hums : 
The lawyers eke to croſs repair, 

| 'Their wigs to ſhaw, and toſs an air; 3 

W While buſy agent cloſely plies, 

Wo And a a* his wigs caſes tries. 


Now night, that's cunzied chief for fun, 
Is wr her uſual rites begun; 


Thro? ilka gate the torches blaze, 
And globes ſend out their blinkin rays. 
The uſefu' cadie plies in ſtreet, 
To bide the proftts o' his feet; 
For by thir lads Auld Reikie's fock 
Ken but a ſample of the Rock | 


O' thieves, that nightly wad oppreſs, 


And make baith goods and gear the leſs. 


Near him the lazy chairman ſtands, 
And wats na how to turn his hands ; 
Till ſome daft birky, ranting fu?, 

Has matters ſomewhare elſe to do ; 
The chairman willing gi'es his light 
To deeds o' darkneſs and o' night. 


It's never ſax-pence for a liſt 
That gars thir lads wi' fu'neſs rift; 
For they wi' better gear are paid, 


And whores and cull ſupport their trade. | 


Near ſome lamp-poſt, wi” dowy face, ; 


WY heavy ein, and ſour grimace, 
Stands ſhe that beauty lang had kend, 
Whoredom her trade, and vice her end. 
But ſee whare now ſhe wins her bread 
By that which nature ne'er decreed ; 
And vicious ditties ſings to pleaſe - 
Fell Diſſipation's votaries. 

Whane'er we reputation loſe, 

Fair chaſtity's tranſparent gloſs ! 
Redemption ſeenil kens the name, 

But a's black miſery and ſhame. 


Fe joyous tavern, reeling crunk, 


Wi' fiery phizz, and ein half funk, 
Behad the bruiſer, fae to a' 


That i in the reek 0? gardies fa. . 
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Cloſe by his ſide, a feckleſs race 

O' macaronies ſhaw their face, 

And think they're free frae ſkaith or r harm, 
While pith befriends their leader's arm: 

Vet fearfu' aften o' their maught, 

I hey quit the glory o' the faught 
To this ſame warrior wha led 
Thae heroes to bright honour's bed; 

And aft the hack o' honour ſhines 

In bruiſer's face wi' broken lines: ** 

O' them ſad tales he tells anon, 
Whan ramble id whan fighting's done; 
And, like Hectorian, ne'er impairs 
The brag and glory 0? his ſairs. 


— | Whan feet in Any gutters plaſh, 
= And fock to wale their 0 tall 
At night the macaroni drunk, 
In pools and gutters aftimes ſunk : 


| Hegh ! what a fright he now appears, 
Wuhan he his corpſe dejected rears! 
Look at that head, and think if there 
The pomet ſlaiſter'd up his hair! 
The cheeks obſerve, where now cou'd ſhine 
The ſcanſing glories o' carmine ! 
Ah, legs! in vain the filk-worm there 
Diſplay'd to view her eident care 
For ſtink, inſtead of perſumes, grow, 
And clarty odours fragrant flow, 


Now 3 
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Now ſome to porter, ſome to punch, 
Some to their wife, and ſome their wench, 
Retire, while noiſy ten-hours? drum 
Gars a' your trades gae dand'ring home. 
Now mony a club, jocoſe and free, 

Gie a' to merriment and glee: 

wr ſang and glaſs, they fley the power r 
0? care that wad harraſs the hour : 

For wine and Bacchus {ill bear down 

Our thrawart fortune's wildeſt frown: 


t maks you ſtark, and bauld, and brave, 


Ven whan deſcending to the grave. 


| Now ſome, in Pandemonium” * ſhade, 
Reſume the gormandizing trade; ; 
Whare eager holt, and glancing ein, 
Foreſpeak a heart and famack keen. 
Gang on, my lads; it's lang fin ſyne 
We kent auld Epicurus line; 
Save you the board wad e to iſe, ' 
Bedight wi' daintiths to the ſkies; _ 
And ſalamanders ceaſe to ſwill 

The comforts o“ a burning gill. 


But chief, O Cape !* we crave thy aid, 


To get our cares and poortith laid: 
Sincerity, and genius true, 

O' knights have ever been the due: 
Mirth, muſic, porter deepeſt dy'd, 
Are never here to worth deny'd ; 


And 


* Two ſocial clubs. 
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And health, 0? e the queen, 
Blinks bonny, wi' her ſmile ſerene. 


Tho! joy maiſt part Auld Reikie owns, 


_ Eftfoons ſhe kens ſad ſorrow's frowns ; 
What groupe is yon ſae diſmal], grim, 
Wi horrid aſpect, cleeding dim? 
Says Death, they're mine, a dowy crew, 
To me f quickly pay their laſt adieu. 


How come mankind, whan lacking woe, 
In Saulie*s face their hearts to ſhow, Wo 


As if they were a clock to tell 
That grief in them had rung her bell ? 


Then, what is man? why a' this phraze ? 
Life's ſpunk decay'd nae mair can blaze. 


Let ſober grief alane declare 


W . Our fond anxiety and care: 


Nor let the undertakers be 
The only waefu” friends we ſee. 


Come on, my Maſe, and FR rehearſe 


The gloomieſt theme in a? your verſe: 
In mornings when ane keeks about, 
Fu' blyth and free frae ail, nae doubt. 
He lippens na to be miſled 15 
Amang the regions o' the dead: 

But ſtraight a painted corp he ſees, 
Lang ftreekit *neath its canopies. 

| Soon, ſoon will this his mirth controul, 
And ſend eons, to his foul ; 
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Or whan the dead - dale, (awfu' ſhape !) 
Makes frighted mankind girn and gape, 
Reflection than his reaſon ſours, 

For the neiſt dead-dale may be ours. 
When Sybil led the Trojan down 

To haggard Pluto dreary town, 

Shapes war nor thae, I freely ween, 
Cou'd never meet the ſogers' ein. 


If kail ſae green, or herbs, delight, | 
Edina's ſtreet attracts the fight ; 
Not Covent-garden, clad ſae braw, 
Mair fouth o' herbs can eithly ſnaw: 
For mony a yeard is here ſair ſought, 
That kail and cabbage may be bought, 
And healthfu' {allad to regale,. 
Whan pamper'd wi' a heavy meal, 
Glour up the ſtreet at ſimmer morn, 
The birk ſae green, and ſweet-briar thorn, 
Wi' ſpraingit flow'rs that ſcent the gale, 
Ca? far awa the morning ſmell, 
Wi' which our ladies? flow*r-pat's fill'd, 
And every noxious vapour kilPd, 
O nature! canty, blyth and free, : 
Whare is there keeking-glaſs like thee ? 
Is there on earth. that can compare 
Wi Mary's ſhape, and Mary's air, 
dave the N ſpeck that grows 


In the ſaft faulds o' yonder roſe ? 
D d 
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How bonny ſeems the virgin breaſt, 
 Whan by the lilies here careſt, 


And leaves the mind in doubt to tell 
| Which maiſt in ſweets and hue excell ? 


| Gilleſpie s muff ſhould prime the noſe 
O' her that to the market goes, 

If ſhe wad like to ſhun the ſmells 

„ That buoy up frae market cells ; 
Whare wames o' painches' ſav'ry ſcent 


I 7 TW noſtrils gie great diſcontent. 


Now wha in Albion could expect 
O' cleanlineſs fic great neglect? 
Nae Hottentot that daily lairs 
Mang tripe, or ither clarty wares, 
Flath ever yet conceiv'd, or ſeen 
4 on the line, ſic ſcenes unclean. 


On Sanday here, a an : alter'd ſcene | 
O' men and manners meets our ein: 


Ane wad maiſt trow ſome people choſe 


To change their faces wr their clo'es, 
And fain wad gar ilk neighbour think 
They thirſt for goodneſs as for drink; 


But there's an unco dearth o' grace, 


That has nae manſion but the face, 
And never can obtain a part 

In benmoſt corner o' the heart. 
Why ſhou'd religion mak us ſad, 

If good frac Virtue's to be had ? 


Na, 


Ja, 


ain 
Na, rather gleefu? turn your face ; 
Forſake hypocriſy, grimace 


And never hae it underſtood 
You fleg mankind frae being good. 


In aſternoon, 0 brawly buſkit, . 


The joes and laſſes loe to friſk it: 


So ne tak a great delight to place 

The modeſt on- grace o' er the face; 

Tho? you may ſee, if ſo inclin'd, 

The turning o' the leg behind. 

Now Comely-garden, and the Park, 
Refreſh them, after forenoon's warx; 
New'iaven, Leitb, or Canon-mills, 
Supply them in their Sunday's gills : 
Whare writers aften ſpend their pence,. 
To ſtock their heads wi' drink an' ſenſe, 


| While dand'ring cits delight to ſtray 
To Caſtlehill, or public way, 9 
Whare they nae other purpoſe mean, 
Than that foul c-uſe o being ſeen; 

Let me to Arthur's Seat purſue, * 
Whare bonny paſtures meet the view; 
And mony a wild-lorn ſcene accrues, 
Befitting Willie Shakeſpeare's mule : 

If fancy there wad join the thrang, 

The deſart rocks and hills amang, 

To echoes we ſhould lilt and play, 

And gie to Mirth the live-lang day. 


Or . 
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Dr ſhou'd ſome canker'd biting ſhow'r 
The day and a' her ſweets deflow'r, 
To Holyrood- houſe let me ſtray, 
And gie to muſing a' the day; 
Lamenting what auld Scotland knew 

Bien days for ever frae her view: 
O HamiLTon, for ſhame ! the Muſe 
Wad pay to thee her couthy vows, 
Gin ye wad tent the humble ſtrain, 
And gie's our dignity again: 
For O, waes me! the Thiſtle ſprings 
In domicile of antient kings, 
Without a patriot to regret 
Our palace and our antient late. 


Bleſt place whare debtors daily run, 


To rid themſels frae jail and dun; 
Here, tho? ſequeſter'd frae the din 
That rings Auld Rei lies wa's within, 
Vet they may tread the ſunny braes, 
And brook Apollo's cheary rays; 
Glour frae St Anthon”s graſſy height, 
 Ofer vales in ſimmer claiſe bedight, 
Nor ever hing their head, I ween, 
Wy? jealous fear o' being ſeen. 
May I, whanever dun come nigh, 
And ſhake my garret wi' their cry, 
_ * Scour here wi? haſte, protection get, 
To ſcreen myſell frae them and debt; 


a 
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To breathe he bliſs o' open ſky, 
And Simon Fraſer's * bolts defy. 

Now gin a loun ſhou'd hae his claiſe 
In thread-bare autumn o' their days, 
St Mary, broker's guardian ſaint, | 
Will ſatisfy ilk ail and want; 

For mony a hungry writer there 
Dives down at night, wr cleeding bare, 
And quickly riſes to the view 

A gentleman perfyte and new. 

Ye rich fock, look na wi” diſdain 

Upo' this antient brokage lane! 

For naked poets are ſupply'd 2 
Wi' what you to their wants deny'd. 


Peace to thy ſhade, thou wale o men, : 


| Drvmmon»y! relief to poortith's pain: "= 
To thee the greateſt bliſs we owe, 
And tribute's tear ſhall grateful flow: 
The ſick are cur'd, the hungry fed, 
And dreams o' comfort *tend their bed. 
As lang as Forth weets Lothian's thore, 
As lang's on Fife her billows roar, 
Sac lang ſhall ilk whaſe country's dear, 
To thy remembrance gie a tear. 

By thee Auld Reitte thrave and grew 
Delightfu” to her childer's view: 

Na mair ſhall Glaſgow ſtriplins tarecp 
Their 1 5 8 Wa and its ſhape, | 


While 


e 


2 The late Keeper of the Tolbooth. 
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While our new city ſpreads around 
Her bonny wings on fairy ground, 


But Provoſts now that ne'er afford 
The ſmaeſt dignity to lord, 


Ne'er care tho? every ſcheme gae wild 


That DrummonD's tacred hand has cull'd : 
The ſpacious * * neglected lies, 
Tho? plagu'd wr pamphlets, dunn'd wi? cries ; ; 
They heed not tho? deſtruction come 

To gulp us in her gaunting womb. 


O ſhame ! that ſafety canna claim 
Protection from a provoR's name, 
But hidden danger lies behind 
| To torture and to fleg the mind ; 
'T may as weel bid Arthur's Seat 
To Berwick-Law mak gleg retreat, 
As think that either will or art 


Shall get the gate to win their heart; 


For Politics are a? their mark, 


Bribes latent, and corruption dork > | 
If they can eithly turn the pence, 


Wi city's good they will diſpenſe ; ; 


Nor care tho? a' her ſons were lair'd 


Ten fathom i' the auld kirk-yard. 


To ſing yet meikle does remain, 


Undecent for a modeſt ſtrain ; 


And ſin the poet's daily bread is 
The fayour 0 che Muſe or ladies, | 
* The cuther here Tray to "the ſtate of 7 
North 26852 aſter its fall. 
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He downa like to gie offence 
To delicacy's bonny ſenſe ; 
Therefore the ſtews remain unſung, 
And bawds in ſilence wa their "_—_ 


Rxixix, farewell! 1 neꝰ er cou'd part 
Wi' thee but wi' a dowy heart; 

Aft frae the Fifan coaſt I've ſeen 

Thee tow'ring on thy ſummit green. 
So glowr the ſaints when firſt is given 
A fay'rite keek o' glore and heaven; 
On earth nae mair they bend their ein, 
But quick aſſume angelic mein; 

So I on Fife wad glowr no more, 

But gallop'd to EpixA's ſhore, 


HAME CONTENT. 4 Saris, 
8 T, all ene it may concern. 5 

1 OME fock, like bees, fu' glegly rin 

To bikes bang'd fu' o' ſtrife and din, 
And thieve and huddle crumb by crumb, 
Till they have ſcrapit the dautit Plumb, 
Than craw fell crouſly o' their wark, 
Tell o'er their turners mark by mar, 
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Yet dare na think to lowſe the poſe, 
To aid their neighbours ails and woes. 


Gif goud can fetter thus the heart, 
And gar us act ſae baſe a part, 
Shall Man, a niggard, near-gawn elf! 
Kin to the tether's end for pelf; 
Learn ilka cunzied ſcoundrel's trick, 
Wuhan a's done {ell his ſaul to Mek. 
I trow they've coft the purchaſe dear, 
h gang lic 5 for warldly gear. 


J 

8 

1 

f 

"Mow a the Der-dar heats begin , 
Jo birſle and to peel the ſkin, _ f 

May I lie ſtreekit at my eaſe, e a 8 

Beneath the caller ſhady trees, | | a v 

Far frae the din o' Borrowſtown,) * 

Whare water plays the haughs bedown; B 

| To jouk the ſimmer's rigour there, = 

And breathe a while the caller air, U 

*Mang herds, an' honeſt cottar fock, 

That till the farm an' feed the flock; 


Careleſs o' mair, wha never faſſi Pe 
To lade their | it wy uſeleſs caſh, 0 
But thank the Gods for what they? ve ſent, Is 
O' health encugh, and blyth content, Gi 
An' pith, that helps them to Rcavaig _ W. 


Over oa cleugh an' ilka craig; „„ 
-  Vakend 


0. 0p 
Unkend to a? the weary granes 
That aft ariſe frae gentler banes, 
On eaſy chair that pamper'd lie, 
Wi' banefu' viands guſtit high, 


And turn an' fald their weary clay, 
To rax an” gaunt the — day. 


ve FI tell! was man e'er made 
To dree this hatefu' ſluggard tr on 
Steekit frae Nature's BEAUTIES & 
That daily on his preſence ca' 
At hame to pirn, and age and pine 
For fav*rite diſhes, fav'rite wine: S 
Come, then, ſhak aff thir ſluggiſh ties, 
And wi' the bird o' dawning rife! _ 
Ou ilka bank the clouds hae ſpread = 
Wi' blobs o' dew a pearly bed; 
Frae faulds nae mair the owſen rout, 
But to the fatt'ning clover lout, 8 


Whare they may feed at heart's content, 


Unyokit frae their winter? 8 ſtent. 


Unyoke ha man, oY bigna ſwear 
To ding a hole in ill-hain'd gear! 
O think that e, wi' wyly fit, 

Is wearing nearer bit by bit! 
Gin yence he claws you wi his paw, 
Wnat's filler for? Fiend hae't awa 
But gowden play fair, that may pleaſę 
The ſecond | foarger till he dies. 

E e 


| Sonde Z 
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Some daft chiel reads, and taks advice! 1 
The chaiſe is yokit in a trice; 
Aa drives he like huntit de' il, 
And ſcarce tholes time to cool his wheel, 
Till he's Lord ken's how far awa' , 
At Italy, or well o' Spa, 
Or to Montpelier's ſafter air ; 
For far aff fowl: hae feathers fair. 


There reſt him weel ; for eith can we 
Spare mony glakit gouks like he; 
"They'll tell whare Tiber's waters riſe ; 
What /ea receives the drumly prize, 


Tahhat never wi' their feet hae met 


- 1 he marches 0? their ain eſtate. 


The Ane and ts Tiber lang 
Hae run fell clear in Roman ſang; 
But fave the reverence 0? ſchools, 
They're baith but lifeleſs, dowy pools. 
Dought they compare wr bonny 'Tweed, 
As clear as ony lammer-bead ? 


| Or are there ſhores mair ſweet and gay 


Than Fortha's havghs or banks o' Tay? 
Tho' there the herds can jink the ſhow!rs 
*Mang thriving vines an* myrtle bow'rs, 
And blaw the reed to kittle ſtrains, 


While echo's tongue commends their pains. 


1 Like ours, they canna warm the heart 
Wi' mls ſaft weib art. 
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On Leader haughs an' Yarrow braes, 
Arecadian herds wad tyne their lays, 
To hear the mair melodious ſounds 
That live on our poetic grounds. 


Come Fancy! come, and let us tread 


The ſimmer's flow'ry velvet bed, 
And a' your ſprings delightfu' lowſe 
On Tweeds's bank or Cowdenknows, 

That ta'en wi' thy enchanting ſang, 


Our Scottiſh lads may round ye thrang, 


Sae pleas'd they'll never faſh again 
To court you on Italian plain; 
Soon will they gueſs you only wear 
The ſimple garb o' Nature here; 
Mair comely far an' fair to fight 
Whan in her caſy cleething dight, 
Than in diſguiſe ye was before 
On Tiber's, or on Arno's ſhore. 


0 Bangour * ' now the hills and dales 


Nae mair gie back thy tender tales! 
The birks on Yarrow now deplore 
Thy mournfu' muſe has left the ſhore : 


Near what bright burn or cryſtal ſpring | 


Did you your winſome whiltle hing? 
The Muſe ſhall there, wi? wary eie, 
Sie the dunk ſwaird a tear for thee ; 


* * 1 


And 


Mr Hamilton of Bangour. 
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And Yarrow's genius, dowy dame! 

Shall there forget her blude-ſtain'd ſtream, 
On thy fad grave to ſeek repoſe, . 
Who mourn'd her fate, condol'd her woes. 


EPISTLE t Mr Roztar | FerGussON. 


8 Allan riſen frae the dead, 
Wha aft has tun'd the aiten reed, 
And by the Muſes was decreed 
To grace the thille a 
Na; Ferguſſon s come in his ſtead —_ 
To blaw the whille 


In troth, my callant, I'm fae bein 
To read your ſonſy, canty ſtrain, 


Tuou write fic eaſy ſtile and plain, 


And words ſae bonny, 


Nae ſouthern loun dare you diſdain, 
| Or cry, Fy on Je: ! 


Whac'er has at Huld Reikic RE 
And king's birth-day's exploits has ſeen, 
Maun | own that ye hae gi'en a keen 
- And true deleription; 3 
| Nor fy ye” ve at Parnaſſas been 
- Ta form a faction. 5 


Hale 


0-087 7} 


Hale be your heart, ye canty chield ; | 
May ye ne'er want a gude warm bield, 


And ſic good cakes as Scotland yield, 


And ilka dainty 


That grows or feeds upo? her field, 


And whiſky ns 


But ye, perhaps, thirſt mair for fame, 
Than a' the gude things I can name, 
And than ye will be ſair to blame 


My gude intention 0 


For that ye needna gae 7 hame, 


Vou' ve ſic pretenſion, 


| Sae ſaft and ſweet your verſes jingle, 
An' your auld words ſae meetly mingle, i 
7 Twill gar baith married fock an' ſingle | 


To rooſe your lays; 


Whan we forgether round the ingle, 


We'll chant your praiſe. 


Whan I again Auld Reikie 5 


An' can S g lad, wi' thee, i 


Then we wi' meikle mirth an”? glee 
Shall tak a gill, 


And 0? your caller wy we 


Shall eat our fill. 


17 ; fie a thing ſhou'd you betide, 
To Berwick town to tak a ride, 


5 Iſe 
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Iſe tak ye up Tweed's bonny ſide 
Before ye ſettle; 
And ſhaw you there the fiſher's pride, 


A Sa' mon Kettle. 


There lads an 1112 do conveen 

To feaſt an? dance upo' the green, 

An' there ſic brav ry _ be ſeen 

| As will confound ye; 
An' gar ye glowr out baith your een 

= At : a " aroune ye. 


Jo ſee ſae mony boſoms bee; . 
An' ſic huge puddins i' their hair, 
An? ſome o them wi' naithing mair 
| Upoꝰ their tete; 3 
Yea, ſorne wy mutches that might ſcare | 


Cra frae cheir meat. 


I ne'er appear d before in celne; > 
But for your ſake wou'd fain be in't, 
E? en that I might oy wiſhes hint 


That you'd write mair; 3 


For ſure © your head-piece i is a mint 


Whare wit's nae rare. 


I Sonſe fa me, gif 1 hadna lure 
TI cou'd command ilk Muſe a as ſure, 


Than 
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| Than hae a chariot at the door 


To wait upo' me; 
Tho', \poet-like, I'm but a poor 


e Johanie, | 


Berwick, e. 31. 1773, 1 


pI 


4 
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ANSWER t Me J. 8. Ernxrim 


T ROW, my mettl'd Louthian lathie, 5 
Auld farran birky 1 maun ca' thee, 
For whan i in gude black print I ſaw thee 


Wi' ſouple gab, 
I KirPa fo? loud, | ( Oh wae beta? thee! 


40 But thou? rt a dab. ” 


kw; ye le feetchin fallow | ! 
The roſe ſhall grow like gowan yallow, 
Before It turn ſae toom an” ſhallow, 


And void of fuſion, a 


As a' your butter'd words to ſwallow _ 
In v vain z deluſion. 5 


Ye make my Muſe a | Jautit ot] 1 
But gin ſhe cou'd like Allams met, 
Or vr cracks and hamely get 


Upo' her cariteb, 
Eihly wad I bei in your debt 


A pint 0? ” paritch, 


1 
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| Gy Wha ne 'er laid gamon o'er a ſteed 
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At times whan ſhe may lowſe her pack, 
Il grant that ſhe can find a knack 
To gar auld-warld wordies clack 


In bameſpun rhime, 
While hk ane at his billie*s back 


_ Keeps gude Scots time. 
But ſhe maun een be glad t to jook, . 
An' play ?eet-bo frae nook to nook, 1 
Or blot as gin ſhe had the yook 17 
Dpo' her ſkin, | 
: Whan bee or whan Pennicuik ; . 
: | | 8 lilts OO : 7 
5 V 
= At morning ear”, or late at e en, 1 


Gin ye ſud hap to come and ſee ane, 85 | 
Nor niggard wi, nor greetin wee- ane, 11 
2 3 Within my cloyſter, | 

Can challenge you and. me frae preein = © 
A caller oyſter, I T 


Heh, lad! it wad be news indeed, 
Ware I to ride to bonny Tweed, 


- Beyont Lufterrick ; 


And auld ſhanks-nag wad tire, Laread; - - 
To pace to Berwick, 


You crack eel 0? your laſs 1 
Their glancin een and biſket bare; 
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But thof this town be ſmeekit fair, 

I'll wad a farden, 
Than ours there? s nane mair fat an' fair, 

| 5 Cravin your pardon. 


Gin heaven ſhou'd gie the earth a drink, 
And afterhend a ſunny blink, 
Gin ye ware here, I'm ſure you'd think 
| It worth your notice, 
To ſee them dubbs and gutters jn 
| 5 wy Eiltit eoaties. 


And frae ilk corner o' the nation; x 
We've laſſes eke o' recreation, 
Wha at cloſe- -mou's tak up their ſtation 
By ten o clock : 
The Lord deliver frac temptation 


A honeſt fock ! 3 


Thir queans are ay upo? the eich 

For purſy, pocket-book, or watch, _ 

And can ſac glib- their „ ine hatch, 
That yell agree 

Tec canna a cithly meet their match 


QF. 


For this gude ample of your il, 
I'm reſtin you a pint 0? yale, 
By an' attour a a Highland n 
O' Hquavite ; 5 
PF f 


_ *Tween you and me. 


The 
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The which to come and ſock at will, 
I here invite ye. 


Tho' jillet Fortune ſcoul an' quarrel, 
And keep me frae a bien beef barrel, | ] 
As lang? s I've twopence i the war? | 
Pll ay be vockie 
To part a ſadge or ' Lirdls Jark-* | 
wy Louthian Jockie, 


Fareweel, my cock ! ! Lang may ye thrive, 
Weel bappit in a cozy hive; 
And that your ſau} may never dive 

| To Acheron, 
Pl wiſh as lang 8 1 can ſubſcrive 


Ro. Fencusson. 
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POSTHUMOUS PIECES. 


J OB, Cuar. III. PARAPRHASE 8 


JERISH the fatal Day when I was bern 


Stain it, and make the trembling earth afraid; 
Be it not join'd unto the varying year, 
Nor to the fleeting months in ſwiſt career. 


Lo! let the night in ſolitude's diſmay 


Be dumb to joy, and waſte in gloom away; 
On it may twilight itars be never known; 


Light let it with for, Lord! but give it none; 


Curſe it let them who curſe the paſſing day, 
And to the voice of mourning raiſe the lay; 


The Nicur with dreary darkneſs be forlorn; 
| The loathed, hateful, and lamented night 
When Jos, *twas told, had firſt perceiv'd che light ; ; 
Loet it be dark, nor let the Gop on high 
Regard it. with the ſavour of his cye; | 
Let blackeſt darkneſs and death's awful ſhade. 


Nor 
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Nor ever be the face of dawning ſeen 
To ope its Juſtre on th? enamel'd green; 
Becauſe it ſeal'd not up my mother*s womb, 


Nor hid from me the Sozrows doom'd to come. 


Why have I not from mother”s womb expir'd ? 
My life reſign'd when life was firſt requir'd ? 
Why did ſupporting knees prevent my death, 


Or ſuckling breaſts ſuſtain my infant breath ? _ 


For now my ſoul with quiet had been bleſt, 


With kings and counſellors of earth at reſt, ” 


Who bade the houſe of deſolation riſe,; 
And awful ruin ſtrike tyrannic eyes, 
Or with the princes unto whom were told 
Rich ſtore of ſilver and corrupting gold 3 
Or, as untimely birth, I had not been 
Like infant who the light hath never ſeen; 


For there the wicked from their trouble ceaſe, | 
And there the weary find their laſting peace; 


There the poor priſoners together reſt, 
Nor by the hand of injury oppreſt; 
The ſmall and great together mingl'd are 
And free the ſervant from his maſter there; 


| Say, wherefore has an over-bounteous heaven 


Light to the comfortleſs and wretched given? 


Why ſhould the troubPd and oppreſs'd in ſoul 


Fret over reſtleſs life's unſettled bowl, 


Who long for death, who liſts not to their pray ry 


| 5 And dig as for the treaſures hid afar ; 


: Who 
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Who with exceſs of joy are bleſt and glad, 

Rejoic'd when in the tomb of ſilence laid? 

Why then is grateful light beſtow'd on man, 
Whoſe life is darkneſs, all his days a ſpan? 

For 'ere the morn return'd my ſighing came, 

My mourning pour'd out as the mountain ſtream; ; 
Wild viſag'd fear, with ſorrow - mingled eye, 

And wan deſtruction piteous ſtar'd me nigh ; 

For though no reſt nor ſafety bleſt my ſoul, 
New trouble came, new darkneſs, new controul. 


= DE TO HORROR, 


THOU who 85 3 gloom 

| Court'ſt the receſs of midnight tomd.! 3 
| Admit me of thy mournful throng, 
The ſcatter'd woods and wilds among; 

If e'er thy diſcontented ear 

The voice of ſympathy can chear, 

My melancholy boſom's ſigh 


Shall ro your mournful plaint reply; 

There to the fear-foreboding owl 

The angry Furies hiſs and howl; 

Or near the mountain's pendant brow 

Where ruſh-clad ſtreams in cadent murm urs flow. 
T 5 Exrops. 
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Sometimes upon the rocky bed 0 
KReclin'd he lies, to liſt the ſound | 
Of whiſpering reed in vale profound. | 
Happy if Morpheus viſits there, 
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Wno's he that with imploring eye 


Salutes the roſy dawning ſky ? 
The cock proclaims the morn in vain, 


His ſp'rit to drive to its domain 3 


For morning light can but return 
To bid the wretched wail and mourn : 
Not the bright dawning's purple eye 


Can cauſe the frighttul vapours fly, 


Nor ſultry Sol's meridian throne 
Can bid ſurrounding fears begone 


The gloom of night will ſtill preſide, : | 


While angry conſcience ſtares on either ſide, 


- STROPH EE. 


To eaſe his ſore diſtemper'd head, 


A while to lull his woe and care; 


Send ſweeter fancies to his aid, 
And teach him to be undiſmay'd ; 
Yet wretched ſtiil, for when no more | 2 | 
The gods their opiate balſam pour, k 


Ah 4 
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Ah, me! he ſtarts, and views again 


The Lybian monſter prance along the plain. 


Now from the oozing caves he flies, 
And to the city's umults hies, 
Thinking to frolick life aw ay, 

Be ever chearful, ever gay: 


But tho? enwrapt in noiſe and ſmoke, 


They ne'er can heal his peace when broke; | 


His fears ariſe, he ſighs again 
For ſolitude on rural plain ; 
Even there his wiſhes all conveen 
To bear him to his noiſe again. 
Thus tortur'd, rack'd, and ſore oppreſt, 
He conſtant hunts, but never finds his reſt. 5 
 ANTISTROPHE. 
On exerciſe ! thou healing power, 
'The toiling ruſtic's chiefeſt dower; 
Be thou with parent virtue join'd _ 
To quell the tumults of the mind; _ 
Then mar as much of joy can ſhare 
From ruffian winter, bleakly bare, 
As from the pure ætherial blaze 
That wantons in the ſummer rays; 
The humble cottage then can bring 
Content, the comfort of a king ; 

And gloomy mortals wiſh no more 
For wealth aud  idleneſs to make them poor. 


ODE 


( 232 ) 


1 | 

C Prov; joyous Bend, life's conkaine foe, 
Sad ſource of care and ſpring of woe, 
Soft pleaſure's hard controul ; 

Her gayeſt haunts for ever nigh, 

Stern miſtreſs of the ſecret figh, 

That ſwells the murm'ring ſoul. 


1 Why haunt'ſt thou me thro? deſarts drear ? 'E 
7 With . ſwoln ſounds why wound my car, 


Denied to pity's aid? 1 
: Thy viſage wan did e'er I woo, 
Or at ay feet in homage bow, 
Or court By fallen made! 2 
J 
Even now enchanted ſcenes abound, 
Flyſian glories ſtrew the ground, 
Io lure th' aſtoniſn'd eyes 3 : 
Now Horrors, Hell, and Furies reign, 
And deſolate the fairy ſcene 1 
Ok all its gay diſguiſe. | 


ODE TO DISSAPPOINTMENT, 


og put 
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Our FRO, and our ſenſe enthrall . 
In frenzy's fetters ſtrong. 
And now deſpair with lurid eye 
Doth meagre poverty deſcry, 
| Subdu'd by famine long. 


The lover flies the haunts of ts: 


VV 
l The paſſions, at thy urgent call, 
1 
In gloomy woods and wilds to ſtray, 


There ſhuns his Fe/j's ſcorn ; 


Sad ſiſters of the ſighing grove 
Attune their lyres to hapleſs love, 
FOO, and forlorn. 


VI. 
Yet hope undaunted wears thy chain, 
And All. amidſt the growing pain, 
Nor fears thy ſad diſmay; 
Unaw'd by power her fancy flies 


From earth's dim orb to purer ſkies, | 
Realms of endleſs day. 


— Rath. Eras EDI Eero ttt 2,5 th APs. ——— 
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Y HE waving yew or eypreſs wreath 
T* In vain bequeathe the mighty tear; 
In vain the awful pomp of death  _ 


Attends the ſable-ſhrouded bier. 


II. | 
Since Strephon's virtue's ſunk to reſt, 
1 5 5 Nor pity's ſigh, nor ſorrow's ſtrain, 
Nor magic tongue, have e'er confeſt | 
Our wounded boſom's ſecret pain. 


FF I 
The juſt, the good, more honours ſhare | 
In what the conſcious heart beſtows, 


| Than vice adorn'd with ſculptor” s care, ; 
II all the venal pomp. of wors. 


„ 
A ſad-ey'd mourner at his tomb, 


Thou, Friendſhip ! pay thy rites divine, 
And echo thro' the midnight gloom 


That * 5 early fall was thine. 


HORACE, 


» >; 
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1 RAG . Oo XI. Lib. I. 


TEER faſh your thumb what 7 decree 
To be the weird o' you of me, 


Nor deal in cantrip's kittle cunning 


To ſpier how falt your days are running; 
But patient lippen for the 5%, 
Nor be in dowy thought oppreſt, 


Whether we ſee mair winters come, 
Than this that ſpits wi? canker'd foam. 


2 Now moiſten weel your geyzen'd wa'as _ 
Wi' couthy friends and hearty blaws ; 
Ne'er lat your e o'ergang your days, 
For eild and thraldem never ſtays; 0 
The day looks ga/h, toot aff your born, | 
Nor care yae /frae about the morn. 


o 
1 


The AUTHOR: ETF B. 


v life is like the flowing his 


That on its watry boſom fail, 


And wanders *midfſt Elyſian groves 
Thro? all the haunts that 8857 loves. 


| That glides where ſummer” 's beauties tem, | 
: Meets all the riches of the gale | 


| May 


| 
| 
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May 1 when drooping days dale 
And gainſt thoſe genial ſfreams combine, 


The winter's ſad decay forſake, 


And center in my parent lake. 


r — — 
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5 I brighteſt beauty ſoon mult fade, 


That in life's ſpring ſo long has roll'd, 


And wither in the drooping ſhade, 
F'eer it return to native mould: 


| Ye virgins, ſeize the fleeting hour, 


In time catch Cytherea's joy, 


Ere age your wonted ſmiles deflow'r, 


And hopes of love and life r 


E PIO RAM on a Lawyer's deſiring one of the © 
= Tribe to look with reſpe to a GIB BET. 


IHE lawyers may revere that tree 
| Where thieves ſo oft have ſtrung, 


Since, by the Law's moſt wiſe decree, 


er ”— are never hun g. 


ads 


On the A U 7 H 0 Be intention of going to Sea. 
oRTUNE and Bon, eber lince his birth 


| Could never yet agree, 
; She fairly kickt him from the . 
To "oy his fate at ſea. 


oo EPIGRAM written Extempore, af the de efire of a 
| Gentleman who was rather Ul-favoured, but who had 


2 : beautiful Fanih * Chiluren. | 


1C—TT and his children emblems 3 are | 
Of real good and evil; 

| His children are like 8 | 
But Sc=tt is like the devil. 


* 
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The Vanity of Human Wisnes: An ELltcy, 
occgſioned by the untimely Drarn of a Scors 
Pokr. 


By Mr vo TAIT. 


Duis Fr derio fit aater, aut modus, 

Tam cari capitis? præcipe lugubres 

| Cantos, Melpomene: cui liquidam pater | 
 Vocem cum cithara dedit. 1 Hor, 


JARK | was the night—and filence reign'd o o'er 
| all; 85 . 

5 No mirchful ſourids urg'd on the ling ring hour: 
The ſheeted ghoſt ſtalk'd ghaſtly thro' the hall, 
And ev*ry breaſt confeſsꝰd chill horror? ee 00g + 


Slumb'ring I lay: I mus'd on human hopes: 
Vain, vain, I ery'd. are all the hopes we ſorm; 

c When winter comes, the ſweeteſt flow? ret drops, 85 

And oaks themſelves muſt bend before the 

| form.” . | 


| While chus 1 fpake, a voice g affail- my ear, 1 
5 Tas ſad—'twas flow—it Ald my mind with 

| dread! | „ 

4 Forbear, it cry'd—thy Gd lays forbear, 


« Or change the ſtrain—for FerGusSON | is 
dead! | 
ee Have 
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Have we not ſeen him ſporting on theſe plains ? 
e Have we not heard him ſtrike the Muſe's lyre? 
« Have we not felt the magic of his ftrains, | 
„Which often glow'd with fancy” I warmeſt 
fire? 4 k 


- * Have we not bop'd theſe Arains would long be 
heard? _ 

TO. Have we not. told how oft they touch'd ths” | 
8 2. 
And has not Scotia ſaid, her youthful Bazy 
« Might ſpread her fame ev'n to the diſtant pole ? 


ö « But vain, alas! are all the hopes we rais'd ; . 
Death ſtrikes the i blow-—they. fink—their reign 


Es os 
. And theſe ſweet fongs, which 1 we b oft have | 
pPrais' d = | 
0 | Theſe mirthful frains ſhall now be heard, no 5 


| more. | 


. This, this proclaims how vain are all the ; joys 
„Which we ſo ardently wiſh to attain ; 

« Since ruthleſs fate ſo oft, ſo ſoon deſtroys * 
0 The high - born hopes ev'n of the Muſes train. 
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1 heard no more—The cock, with clarion ſkrill, 
| Loudly proclaim'd th? OR of morning 
near 
The voice was gone but yet I beard 3 it din 
For every note was echo'd back by fear. 


„Perhaps, I cried, &er yonder riſing ſun 
Shall fink his glories in the weſtern wave; 

„ Perhaps ere then my race too may be run, 05 
„And J myſelf laid in the ſilent grave. 


*. Oft then, O mortals! oft this dreadful truth 
1 Should be proclaim'd for fate is in the ſound, 5 
44 Mt hat genius, learning, health, and vigorous youth, 
cc * May, in one day, in Fes cold chains be boun 155 


riIxIs. 
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